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ТЕТ YOOX WORLD EXACTLY до ff СОБ“ 
With,  POrE, BE SHE МОЇ ГО OF TAE DOON SCHOOYT 
WEEKLY. MAY IT AVOID THE SCYLLA OF DULLNESS AND 
THE CHARYBDIS OF BAD TASTE, AND SET FORTH ON A 

LONG AND HONOURED CAREER." 


A.E. FOOT 
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EDITORIAL 


A STORY TO TELL 


A beginning, a middle and an end. Every story must have these three to string together some coherent plot. To tell a story, 
either our own, or the legend of someone else, that has been humanity’s greatest achievement. To leave behind a story worth 


telling, that has been humanity’s greatest endeavor. 


In the spirit of proper poetic justice, my final year on the Weekly would be spent telling the 82-year-old story of one 
of the most prestigious student run publications in the sub-continent. Poetic, yet all too much a story of its own. 
This issue, the 250oth, is the culmination of thousands of Dosco lives and their interactions with the Weekly. It is 
a celebration of every momentous occasion, hard fought match, reasoned debate and unadulterated opinion ever 


featured in our black and white pages. 


With this story to tell, we began work on this behemoth edition. Each part of this Weekly tells a story; the journey 
of a person, to the evolution of the School. Put together though, we find ourselves with the story of how the Weekly 
itself shaped up into what it is today: a vessel which carries the opinions of the stakeholders of the School, and in 


every possible way, “reflects our world exactly as it goes”. 


I like to believe that this issue also brings my story with the Weekly to its penultimate stages. While I know I have at 
least another fifteen issues to go, with fifteen others already behind me, I know that the journey has already begun 
its final rung. From here on out, my legacy will continue to tell my story, immortalised in these pages. Yet, the pride 
I gain out of this issue isn't for my own sake, but for the the legacies of the people before us. Had it not been for 
Uma 5. Bajpai nurturing the Weekly in its infant years, and so many others upholding that tradition, the Doon we 
know today would not have existed. Similarly, my inconsequential entry to the journal that is the Weekly wouldn’t 
have been possible without Arnaav bringing me on in my B-Form. I know now that everything since February 3, 
2015 would be defined by my association with the Weekly, and that my identity would come to be shaped by my 


love for it. 


Last October, I stepped into Arnaav's shoes, and began searching for the next cohort of Weekly juniors. When I 
found them, I saw every bit of excitement in their eyes as I imagine Arnaav saw in mine. “These kids,” I thought, 
“will be the next guardians of my legacy.” Since then, I have come to understand that like myself, they will never 
stand by their own legacies, or even the people they knew in their time as juniors. They will guard the stories of 


every one of us; members of the Editorial Board of The Doon School Weekly. 


While our story reaches its conclusion, the Weekly will by no means see the dark of night for at least another 82 


years. From here, we have only the road leading straight ahead to take. The best days are yet to come. 


We part now, bearers of good faith and knowledge, imparted unto us by this institution; The Weekly. Charging into the 


great unknown, one thing remains clear: The Weekly will always be home. 


Kushagra Kar (489 К, 2019) 
Editor-in-Chief 18 


FROM IHE HEADMASIER' S DESK 


2500 editions in, and the Weekly is certainly what one would call established. Looking back on those early editions 
and the mandate the paper was given to report on the world as it was seen by those in School, it is clear that the 
DNA of the Weekly has been successfully repeated down the years with the all of the evolutionary mutations that 
could be expected. Some of these mutations have been successful, finding their regular place on the pages, some 


of them less so, journalistic Darwinism being what it is, that wither. 


The interaction on the pages of the Weekly between the boys with different views, their masters, the old boys 
and those visitors who come to the School and are asked for their opinions, is lively and thought provoking and 
essential. Whilst school newspapers around the world face the challenge of being relevant and need to avoid 
the Groundhog Day potential to become a cycle of navel gazing, we have the distinct advantage of a readership 
and contributing team that helps avoid this pitfall. The Dosco thinkers and writers who have passed through the 
School and are out in the world, many of whom have contributed to this issue, help to remind us whether we have 
been here before, are missing something that our experience in School doesn't give us or that we need to check 


our reality against that of the real world. 


This has happened recently around the discussion of favours in School and the justification and excuses made 
around them in order to preserve a practice that undermines the basic elements of the School code that says 
every boy will conduct (himself) with honesty, dignity, and grace that, in all (his) dealings with others, shall be 
guided by considerations of courtesy, respect, sympathy, and care shall, in all conviction, accept responsibility for 
(his) conduct and opportunities for School leadership. We are still learning as a community and a culture what 
leadership is. Just as the Weekly has established itself in the culture of the School, so have some behaviours that 
suit those exhibiting them that are witnessed, copied and modeled down the years creating a cycle. Seen from 
the outside world, as they were two weeks ago in a letter to the editor from an old boy, these behaviours were 
called out as the unjustifiable bullying they are. Of course, the strength of a culture is that it acts to preserve itself. 
Through narratives of self-deception we tell ourselves that others deserve being treated in a particular way or 
elevate ourselves above them in order to justify doing what we know to be wrong; I’m a good person, so in order 
to do something I know I should not, we even develop a response that is ready to explain our actions, a sentence 


starting with the word ‘but’... 


Changing culture, whether it is toxic masculinity in an organisation or industry, throwing garbage on the ground in 
our cities or choosing where we go to the toilet, takes a great deal of time. Culture moves like an oil tanker that is 
set on a course and is difficult to stop or change the direction of. One of the most powerful tools to help change a 
culture is the writing that we find in our newspapers that dedicate themselves to providing a forum for divergent 
views and discussion. The joy of the Weekly is that it is still young, shaped by the youthful editorial team given the 
responsibility each year to keep it relevant and to leave their mark. The strength of the Weekly is that it benefits 
from the experience and contribution of the thousands of great writers that have passed through the corridors of 


the School over the years who keep giving something back to us. 


It is no mistake that when freedom and democracy become eroded by the actions and desires of corrupt and 
dogmatic individuals, organisations and parties, that the first people at the receiving end of their intimidation 
and violence are those who keep writing and informing people. Good journalism and a free press are one of the 
essential pillars of healthy democracy and the Weekly is The Doon School's opportunity to not only keep the 
community honest and real, but also practice the skills that our community and our country require to be the 
same. That's how important the Weekly 1s and long may it continue. Congratulations to everyone down through 


the years on this, the 25001 edition of the Weekly. 


Mr. Matthew Raggett 


Headmaster 


CONTENTS 


INIRODUCIION 


FROM THE EDITORS' DESKS 


THE HALL OF EDITORS-IN-CHIEF 


"A LONG AND HONOURED CAREER" - 7956-7990 


TO SKETCH OUR WORLD 


TALES FROM IHE ENGLISH BOOK DEPOT 


THE SPIRIT OF CHANDBAGH 


"A LONG AND HONOURED CAREER" - 7991-2017 


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


12 


14 


18 


31 


50 


58 


66 


73 


94 








INTRODUCTION 


2500 issues. 82 years. 
After 82 years of striving to live up to the motto, "I sketch your world exactly as it goes" we, The Editorial Board of The Doon School 
Weekly, find cause to celebrate. Even after such along time, the core ethos and foundations of what this publication stands for, holds true. 





Truly, we are the exemplar and the face of debate and discourse within the four walls of Chandbagh, humming to the tune of consistency 
and resilience in a world that is ever changing. To that end, we find that the best way to celebrate this age-old mantle is to go back to our 
roots; to replicate what the founding fathers of this institution intended for our publication, to be reminiscent of the past, while being 
considerate of the present. 





Thus, within these pages reside the thoughts of School from the very beginning, in the form of specially curated, hand-picked articles that 
perfectly encompass the flowing thoughts of our beautiful institution, and are packaged in a brand new, reimagined design that brings 
about the freshness of thought and opinion that The Weekly strives to bring about every week without fail, but still mirrors the typeset, 
2 paise issues from 19236. Perhaps the strongest testimony to the strength of our core values is that even though The Weekly has changed 





physically, evolved even, the content and quality that we have prided ourselves upon continues to be delivered. 
However, as we are the harbingers of thought in our modern day society, we are also the mirror of the past, and this issue also serves as 
an ode to all the Doscos who helped shape our heritage, and all the Doscos who continue, and will continue to do as the years go by. 





Therefore, we also see this issue as a celebration of all that there is to being a Dosco, and we welcome all of you to come and celebrate 
these magnificent moments with us, through these pages, that take us back to the good old days. What is especially heartening is seeing 
how the opinions and thoughts of our current students resonate quite accurately with the way School thought in the past. Speaking of 
that, we would like to welcome our Old Boys with open arms to our celebrations, as they are, and will always be Doscos at heart. To make 
them feel right at home, articles like ‘A day in the Ше of a Dosco ’, “Тһе Doon School Glossary ’, “The Dosco ’, “The School Hospital’ and 
"Ihe Doon School Weekly’, are sure to do just that. Rounding off these articles, each in their own ways, are pieces like “The Dilemma of 
Young Writers’, ‘Election Notes’, “Toye Time’, ‘Socials in the Doon School’, ‘Why I Don't Like Writing for The Weekly’, 'Soppy Sentiment?’, 
‘My Friend’, “То The Doscos’, and many others that truly bring joy to our hearts. 

Now, after such a long time, one might say, “perhaps it’s time for a break.” It has, after all, been 82 years. We beg to differ. Rather, we view 
this as a landmark in our foundation; just another step to what we believe Arthur Foot spoke of, an aristocracy of service that gives to the 





community as much as it has taken. And we will continue it, as those before us have, and as those after us will, for we are ever ready to 
stand the test of time, ever adapting but maintaining our composure, as the valiant knights of debate and discourse within these walls. 
And here you have it. A compilation of everything that defines The Dosco Way of Life. Come celebrate it with us. 


Editorial Board 
The Doon School Weekly 
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LETTER ТО МҮ FOURTEEN-YEAR-OLD 
SELF 


You are about to enter what is one of the most prestigious institutions 
in Chandbagh. As you enter the Board of the Weekly, I hope this serves 
as a constant reminder of what you are becoming a part of. 

The Weekly took its first breath in Chandbagh 81 years ago and 
embarked оп a journey. Over the course of this journey, it has seen 
innumerable people work on it, simultaneously shaping and being 
shaped by it. While it has evolved over the years, the Weekly has 
had a single goal since its birth: to serve the School. This service 
has gained meaning over time and has transcended from merely 
reporting on events to serving as a medium of free expression 
of ideas and as platform where one can discuss contemporary 





issues along with School-related ones. While the essence of the 
Weekly has not changed since its inception, slowly it has gained 
an identity - a life- of its own. This identity has been forged by 
the passion and love every single member has had for the Weekly. 
Together, they have created a legacy: one that you are about to 
shoulder. 

To understand what this legacy is, you must first understand 
what makes the Weekly special. It is not just any other activity 
in School; it is one that requires a unique kind of dedication. It 
requires serious commitment from every single Board Member as 
it goes on year-round. Be it Trials, Founders or DSMUN, the Weekly 
machine does not stop working. The Weekly is also unique in terms 





of what it gives to its readers. Unlike any other School publication, 





the Weekly gives the entire school community a medium to express their opinions on issues of their choice. This is at the core of what the 
Weekly stands for, and is a value you must understand. 

While the Weekly serves to chronicle the history of School, it does this not only through announcements on Page 2 and the "Week Gone 
By’, but through articles and letters to the editor. These pieces covering the happenings of School give the School Community a voice. 
As a member of the Weekly, you now have the responsibility of ensuring that this voice is given to every single member of the School 
Community. This is the core ideal you must defend. Understand that the moment articles are sanitised, voices are stifled, and thoughts 
are suppressed, whether it be by eliminating paragraphs or entire articles, you have failed the Weekly. Thus, if ever you waver in printing 
something critical of the Weekly, or of the Editorial Board, remember you have failed. 

This responsibility is not an easy one to carry. It is one that burdens every member of the Weekly and one that everyone must shoulder. 
Regrettably, we have wavered under this pressure - ensure you do not. While speech that is inflammatory or defamatory in character does 
not deserve any place on the Weekly, if any article is appreciative or critical of the School or the Weekly and is justified, it deserves to be 





heard. Remember that we do not decide whether an article is worth it - our readers do. This responsibility lies with every single member, 
not just the Senior Board or the Chief Editor. Every member has the duty to rise to this ideal and preserve it. The Weekly is a manifestation 





of the power the written word carries. When employed with great care, words have incredible power. Remember that this power is one 





that must never be monopolised by the Board but be extended to all those who are part of the Dosco community. 
Ultimately, you must recognise that the Weekly derives meaning from the community it serves. Without this community, the Weekly is just 





another piece of paper. Remember this. Be considerate of the community we live in and wield your pen with great care. Here, it is also 








critical that you understand that the Weekly is not meant to appease everyone, rather we are meant to be the conscience keepers. You 





must save yourself from the desire to be popular rather than just. We are here to write about what happens and write about what is right, 








not what makes life convenient; Doon and the Weekly were never meant for that. Many have wavered under the pressure of others and 
lost their sense of right and wrong. Make sure you don't. Fight for what you believe is right, but do this through the instruments of logic, 





reason and a measured tone. Never be rash or irrational. Wield your pen with great care for it is mightier than any sword. 
At this juncture, you must be wondering whether all this responsibility is worth taking. Trust me, it is. The Weekly is something you should 
feel honoured to be part of. Тһе Board was my family in School and I hope you find home here. The Weekly forms a part of every member's 





identity. It will form yours. Do not ever give this up; do not let anyone take the Weekly away from you, and do not let anyone corrupt it. 
The Weekly is worth all the effort you put in, for what we give to our readers is nothing short of magical. Remember this and you shall love 
the work you do. Remember and you shall - as I have come to - love the Weekly. 


Devang Laddha (519 O, 2019) 
Editor 


A LABOUR OF LOVE 


Ever since I joined the Board of the Weekly, І have asked myselt: 
Why does the Editorial Board work for the Weekly day in and day 
out? Why do people compromise their Trials, their standardised 
tests and their sports for producing a Weekly every week? What 
does a junior find in the Weekly that he is ready to bunk all the 
practices and Toyes at the cost of being admonished and punished 
by the seniors? 

Initially, these questions troubled me because I was unable to find 
answers to them to the extent that I found no purpose of being on 
the Board myself. How many times did I get up from my chair in 
the CDH to tell the Editor-in-Chief that I am quitting! But, always 
I turned midway and forced myself back to my seat. Evidently, I 





never ended up resigning. As time passed by, I started realising 
the importance of my work and of the people who work with me. I 
understood why, forthe past 82 years, boys have spent uncountable 
hours working every week. I had finally found a purpose of being 
on the Board myself. 

Before having joined the Weekly, 1 had always enjoyed reading 
some articles, looking at the doodle and just skimming through 
it. The thought of being a part of the process myself had never 
occurred to me initially. As an outsider, I considered the job of 
a Weeklywaala to be merely the collection of articles and placing 
them in a pre-set template, something that did not really capture 





my imagination. 
However, I still sat for the Weekly test, and surprisingly, became a part of it. Only then did I realise the magnitude and the importance of 
the work that goes into the Weekly every day. From deciding the perfect blend of articles that would cater to everyone's needs and yet 
uphold the quality of the publication, to running behind masters and boys to send in their pieces on time, to fixing that 1-millimeter of 
line that falls outside the margin - the job involved high order thinking in the fields of marketing, psychology, designing and, of course, 
creativity. Compound this with the fact that it has to be done every week. This was the work of a typical Weeklywaala. 

Gradually, I realised that there is more to it than just placing articles and fixing the line spacing. Whenever a form-mate or a senior used 





to be unhappy with anything happening within these four walls, and sometimes even outside of it, the one thing I would always hear them 
say is, "Let me write an article about it in the Weekly." It struck me that the six-pages carried words of immense value, because people 
cared about what was written, to the extent that they would act on it, react to it, generally converse about it and write Letters to the Editor 
in response. The Weekly was, and would always be, the primary medium of dialogue and exchange of ideas within the School community. 
And, it was our job to facilitate it, by ensuring that Doscos, masters and Old Boys never lose their faith in the Weekly as their platform 
for dialogue within the community. It is our duty to uphold the values of the Weekly so that it continues to add purpose and value to the 
lives of future Doscos as it has in the past and does in the present. So, no matter what the costs are, we labour, and spend innumerable 





hours for the Weekly. Have we ever regretted such labour? Yes, at times, because the labour is ceaseless: days stretch into nights and nights 





become mornings; still, the work continues and we persevere. 

After having served the Weekly for four years, I can proudly say that I found the answer to why we toil and preserve and spend merciless 
hours labouring for the Weekly. Ironically, I found the answer in someone else's words. The Answer: That you ате here, that life exists and 
identity, That the powerful play goes on and you may contribute a verse СО Me! O Life" by Walt Whitman). The Weekly becomes our verse. 


From labour, it becomes a labour of love. 


Kanishkh Kanodia (495 O, 2019) 
Editor 
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THE IMPORTANCE OF OPINION 


“Come writers and critics who prophesise with your pen." 
82 years, hundreds of writers, thousands of readers, and even 
more opinions have filled the pages of The Doon School Weekly. 





For all non-board members reading this, one of the most gratifying 
moments in any editor’s School life is no trophy, medal or 
certificate but the School’s reaction —both positive and negative 
— every Saturday morning at breakfast. It is less important what 
the reaction is, than the fact that eight pages of black and white 
have succeeded in creating a sort of stir in a unique simulation 
of an imperfect but nevertheless spectacular ‘experiment’ of less 
than 800 people. 

Every individual stakeholder in our Dosco community is readily 


available to share their opinion in one medium of independent 





dialogue: it is a phenomenon like no other. Therefore, we must 
be willing to share our opinions, week after week, and learn from 
those with different points of view; fostering mutual insight and 
finding common ground. We must be open to exploring new ideas 
and perspectives, and bringing unexamined assumptions into 
the open. We must, as Arthur Foot envisioned, “sketch our world 
exactly as it goes.” 

When done properly, not only does this teach the school 
community a huge deal, but long-standing stereotypes can also 
be dissolved, and visions shaped and grounded in a shared sense 





of purpose. 

While it is our responsibility to be sensitive to our readership, we must always make room for dissent, for a large part of the history 
of progress is a history of informed dissent; be it the splitting of the Catholic Church, evolution of artistic cultures or even the further 
bettering of our school community. That is why all members of Chandbagh must use this mode of dialogue to express their thoughts. 
Concerns have been raised the past few years that the publication is becoming a socio-political and economic blog, furthering away from 
its vision. This may be somewhat true, but the onus lies on the school community — which includes the parents and old boys — to 
participate. 

On the subject of dialogue, our readership will be happy to know that we have reached out to the Chandbagh school in Muridke, Pakistan, 





whose students will be writing in the Weekly as we will write for their ‘newsletter’, celebrating our shared history, recognising the need to 
develop our special relationship. The strong bonds of friendship between Doscos, especially in times of general political havoc, is part of 





what makes Doon special. The existence of the Chandbagh School is proof of this. 

On joining the board late in my B-form, I was in awe by the amount of hours the Chief-Editor, along with the rest of the board, put into 
the Weekly. That is even more today, as the board managed to ready this issue right before and during trials! 

We are proud and humbled to present the 250018 issue of The Doon School Weekly, realising together, in cooperation, that there is still 
so far to go. 


Zoraver Mehta (458 J, 2019) 
Senior Editor 
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Above: A cartoon of Headmaster J.A.K. Martyn 
mulling over matters of extreme importance. 


WELCOME KING FREDDY 


Karan Thapar (238 JA, 1971) 


his morning I want to introduce an old and dear 

| friend. We first met almost forty years ago. Then 
he was a tubby smiling school boy. Today he will 

be received as an honoured state guest and loyal friend of 





India. Senior ministers, the massed bands of the defence 
services and a 21 gun salute will welcome him. 

Frederick Charles Uhuru Lullumbuwesi, named after the 
Kaiser and the Prince of Wales, is the Bagato of Burungundi 
and, as his seventeen titles proclaim, "The Face of the Sun’, 
‘The Lord of the Mountains’, and “Тһе Chief with fire in his 
eyes’. His friends simply call him King Freddy! 

The shorter name dates back to Stowe. When he 
arrived at the school he was accompanied by a retinue 
of Burungundian warriors with painted faces and ivory- 
handled fly whisks in their hands. ^Who are they?" he was 
asked by the incredulous third-formers. *Don't worry about 
that lot," he nonchalantly answered, waving the warriors 
away. “They think m god!” 

King Freddy used to be the most intelligent but also the 
laziest person I've met. He'd spend all day lounging on a 
rickety sofa in his study. But his essays were always alpha 
plus. Incidentally, his english was as flawless as the Queen's. 
His accent far better. 

Alas, King Freddy's life has been less perfect. Whilst 
he was at Cambridge, his father, the then Bagato, was 
overthrown and savagely killed by the awful General 
Moses Ullumbawayo. For the next thirty years King 
Freddy languished in his Cadogan Gardens flat in London, 
occasionally dining at the Drones and frequently at The 
Wolseley, whilst the usurper ruled in Burungundi. 

“Нез done unspeakable things to the Palace", King 
Freddy would lament. And indeed, Lullachi, the capital, 


once famous for its colonial villas with their manicured 


Editor-in-Chief | 1971 


lawns and fancy topiary, was reduced to pot-holed roads 
and crumbling government buildings. 

However, in 2003 everything changed. General 
Ullumbawayo died, suddenly and mysteriously. Perhaps it 
was an assassination or just an unexplained heart attack. 
As ambitious tribal leaders competed to succeed him, 
Burungundi succumbed to civil war. Lullachi was devastated 
although, miraculously, King Freddy's Palace of the Purple 
Flower survived intact. A ravaged and exhausted nation 
looked to its ancient but still loved royal family for succour 
and King Freddy was asked to come home. 

Next year King Freddy will mark his tenth anniversary 
on the Golden Bee Throne. Pictures of him sitting on it in 
a dark double-breasted suit adorn the capital's streets. In 
the last decade Burungundi, a country locked within the 
borders of South Africa, has achieved one of the continent's 
highest growth rates, the lowest child mortality rate and an 
inexplicably huge consumption of pink champagne. 

The restored Bagato has lived up to all the ancient 
Burungundian customs. He has six wives although the 
only one accompanying him today is the one they call 
‘The Mother of the Eldest Son’. Little Georgie is, of course, 
following his father’s footsteps at Stowe, where he’s already 
captain of the rugger team and the school marathon record- 
holder. 

When we meet this evening at the Rashtrapati Bhawan 
banquet it will be after a gap of fifteen years. But I can bet 
King Freddy will be wearing his trade-mark Saville Row 
doubled-breasted suit with a kerchief in his pocket. And 
when he rises to toast the President he'll grimace as he 





discovers its only nimboo pani. 
Welcome to Delhi, King Freddy - and happy April Fool's 
Day to the rest of you! 
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creation, many different proposed logos would 


Shown alongside was the first such proposal. 


THE WEEKLY: LOOKING 


During the first year after the Weekly's 


be featured in its pages. 


BACK TO 1970-72 AND 


Kanti Bajpai (264 T, 1972) 


An insight into the mission of the Weekly. 


few days before I joined the school in January 1970, 
А» elder brother Shyam ( 273 H) said: “Get involved 

in the school newspaper, the Doon School Weekly.” 
I thought about that for a while. A school newspaper? What 
was that? I was vaguely aware of school magazines and 
yearbooks - but a school newspaper? Newspapers were 
regular, daily publications. They provided the "facts" of 
local, national, and international life. What would a school 
newspaper be exactly: 

With those brief ruminative questions, I forgot all about 
Shyam’s suggestion. Plunged into school life, the first few 
weeks went in getting used to a new boarding school and all 
the arcana of Doon. It was freezing January weather, house 





PT began at about 6:30 am, there were seven “schools” to 
attend every day, cricket nets in the afternoon on select days 
and “shifts” on other days (STAs, SUPWs), and of course 
punitive “rounds and changes”. Saturday breakfast brought 
the Weekly into our hands, but other than scanning it for 
“News in Brief” and an amusing tale or two about School 
life, I gave the newspaper little thought. 

Until two things happened. Reading an old Chandbagh 
Magazine or perhaps an old Weekly in the Library, I noticed 
my father, Uma (41 H), had been the first Chief Editor. 
Perhaps just days later, coming out of the House dining 





hall in T House after breakfast, I was accosted by a bristling 
A-former, Himmat Sher Singh, who said something like: 
“Hey, Bajpai, I want to talk to you.” A senior wanting to talk 
to you usually meant trouble, so I looked a little edgy; but 
with a less shark-like smile than was his wont, he continued 
“How about writing for the Weekly?” 

My first article for the Weekly followed - something inane 
on toye time, falling down stairs, and getting into trouble. 
Inspired by Billy Bunter stories, and full of exclamations, 
it wasn't a great literary start (and I never want to see that 
piece again); but by the end of my first term, I had written 
another two or three articles (or at least that's my recall). 
Just before school was to close for the summer, Himmat 
asked if I would like to join the editorial board of the Weekly. 
I didn't think I had much choice - but in any case, by then 
I was eager to make a mark in school life, so I said yes. This 
meant meeting the formidable Dr. S.D. Singh, master-in- 
charge of the Weekly. Being interviewed by him turned out 
not to be as intimidating as I had feared: my friends had 


primed me to stand straight, agree with whatever he said, 
and on no account to smile. This seemed to work because 
soon after Himmat was confirming I was on the editorial 
board. 

I don't remember all the members of the board at the 
time, but Madhav Patwardhan was Chief Ed. I think Ranjit 
Pandit was an editor as well. Himmat and Karan Thapar 





(later to be a journalist and TV anchor) were the A formers 
ahead of me on the team. My batchmate, Vinay Oberoi 
(“Моо”) was a prolific writer and should have been with 
us, but he had already defected to the new publication, 
the History Times, that was run by Arthur Hughes. Sanjay 
Rajadhyaksha, also from my form, joined the Board shortly 
afterwards. My memory is that the future novelist Amitav 
Ghosh too joined us around then (though in his last year he 
was по longer officially on the editorial board). 

I stayed on the board for the rest of my school career. 
Looking back on it, the Weekly was probably the best thing I 
did at Doon. By that I mean the activity I enjoyed the most. 
I was in the school plays and enjoyed acting; I debated too. 
But planning the Weekly, doing the proofs, and delivering 
it to the school at Saturday breakfast was always the most 
satisfying feeling. Charlie Kandhari had taken over as 
master-in-charge of the Weekly in August 1970. He was less 
intimidating than Dr. Singh and going over to his place to do 
the proofs on Thursdays and Fridays was always fun. Charlie 
was erudite, sardonic (but never hurtfully so), and worldly: 
he regaled us with stories, sometimes a bit risqué, with a 
whisky in one hand and a sharp pencil in the other hand. 
Once a year, he cooked dinner for the editors - and I am 
sure there was a splash of something illicit in the food (beer, 





brandy, or wine). I can remember great gales and gusts of 
laughter and a feeling of being a grown-up at those dinners. 

Under Charle, Madhav Patwardhan, and later Karan 
Thapar (who went on to be Chief Ed), I learned some key 
lessons about the Weekly and its mission. The first was that 
the Weekly was indeed a newspaper - not a daily newspaper 
but instead a weekly newspaper. As a newspaper, it had very 
particular functions. It reported, as accurately as possible, 
the main events of Chandbagh life. “News in Brief" was 
the first section of the paper, on the upper left-hand side 
of page one. It recapped or summarised the most salient 
developments in school: awards, appointments of school 


continued overleaf. 
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authorities, visitors, arrivals and departures of masters, victory and defeat in school 
competitions, and so on. This was followed, I think, by “Old Boys News". After these 
two sections would generally be the lead articles on various aspects of school life, 





by either boys or masters (or even Old Boys). On the inside pages were reports on 
various inter-house competitions and all inter-school matches (most of all cricket, 
football, and hockey). In the early years, there were annual reports of activities and 
clubs. 

The Weekly, as a newspaper, was a badge of honour for the editorial board. We 
didn't see the reporting function as an imposition on the board or the School. 
Through its regular reporting function, it also came to serve as a journal of record, a 
point Charlie often made. As editors, we took these responsibilities rather seriously. 
When I was back at Doon as Headmaster, we often turned to the old Weeklies to 
check on awards and events and were very grateful for its systematic record-keeping 
when other records were not available. 

The Weekly also had a dialogue function. At the back of the paper was the 
popular "Letters to the Editor". The letters were often pungent and instigated lively 
debates and exchanges. Arthur Foot used the pages of the Weekly quite liberally to 
communicate to the community. The Weekly always interviewed the new masters 





and interesting visitors. I remember very clearly going over with Amitav Ghosh to 
interview Vikram Seth. Vicky had come back from public school in England and did 
а term teaching English and directing the school play. 

The Weekly had a larger dialogue function, one that went considerably beyond 
publishing the letters to the editor and interviews. The boys, masters, Old Boys, and 
on occasion the Headmaster used the pages of the Weekly to air their views on issues 





of concern to the community. These included issues roiling outside the gates of the 
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Above: Drawn by Umaraman Srivastava (249 J, 
1971) to commemorate Issue No. 1000. 


school, local, national, and international. The Weekly sometimes made known its own 
views. It was left to the master-in-charge and Chief Ed to determine if a commentary 
was publishable - some “red lines” could not be crossed, as in any newspaper. You 
could not defame boys or masters or denounce the School altogether, or advocate 
the breaking of a law, but you could argue against specific School rules, practices, 
and policies. 

The Weekly was not only a newspaper of record. It was also always a vehicle for 





the talents of the more creative spirits at Chandbagh. This was the magazine (or 
entertainment) function of the Weekly - also very necessary. It encouraged and 
nurtured talent and was therefore part of the larger educational ecology of Doon. 
As editors, we took quite seriously looking out for talented writers. I like to think 





that over the decades the Weekly had a role in encouraging boys to launch careers in 


writing. 





The school has proliferated publications and given many boys the experience of 





being editors and writers: as Headmaster, I remember we once counted over 100 
students involved in publishing activities at the school. Having said that, I would 
argue that the Weekly must be the flagship publication. Its reporting, recording, 





dialogue, and creative/entertainment functions are indispensable. As a publication, 
it has a solid history and lineage. And while it is always an object of some fun and, 
yes, some angst, it provides the community with a means of self-reflection and self- 
expression. No school I know has a newspaper of such continuity and quality. Not 
even world war or national emergency prevented its regular appearance. 

Eighty years from now, the editors will be about to publish the soooth Weekly — 
the soooth Weekly handed out at breakfast on a day just like today. 
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REMEMBERING CHARLIE 


KANDHARI 


Rahul Bhagat (865 J, 1982) 
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A tribute to Mr. Surinder Kandhari, an Old Master-in-Charge of the Weekly. 


was recently asked about the level of 
E the editorial board had in my 

time. Complete, was my answer. Surprise, was 
the young expression that stared back at me. 

The 250011 issue of the Weekly is as good a reason 
as any to remember Charlie Kandhari. 

Surinder Kandhari, better known as Charlie. 
Taught Geography at school for over 25 years. 
Housemaster, Jaipur A. Master-in-Charge, The Doon 
School Weekly. 

Editorial meetings would take place in the large 
arc of a verandah at Sikander Villa, Charlie's house, 
where the printer would've dropped off the latest 
proof to be read. Charlie would stroll by, indulging 
his sweet tooth, offer a comment or two but largely 
leave the board alone. For us 17 year olds, we mistook 
Charlie's editorial contribution for a few sentences 
on the weather in “News in Brief" and whatever 
needed to go into the “Old Boys’ News” section. Апа 
watching him eat his dessert. 





Whilst we assumed independence and protected 
it savagely, what we failed to appreciate was the 
empowerment and support from Charlie that made 
this possible. We churned out Editorials that were 
critical of school policy. When lengthy articles got in 
the way of some of the larger and more vocal form 
mates appreciating them, we condensed them into 
Letters to the Editor from friends who ordinarily had 
trouble completing their Sunday English essays for 
homework! Bingo, they were read and the Weekly 
found its voice. When the Headmaster walked up to 
Charlie at lunch in the CDH and gently suggested the 
board needed to be reined in, “по sir, freedom of the 
press" was Charlie's immediate reply. 

An SC former was expelled from school in his 
final months and only allowed to enter Chandbagh 
for his ISC exams. Unfair, we screamed, and wanted 
the wrong righted. As 5 formers, weeks away from 
potential prefectorial appointment ourselves, we 
discovered a voice in the Weekly. An 8-page edition 
titled “Crime & Punishment" was the answer, with 
“News-in-Brief” being the only unrelated content; 
that too, banished to page 8! Charlie suggested 
we were over reacting and perhaps not seeing the 
inevitability in the disciplinary action taken. We 
stood our ground. Importantly, Charlie allowed us 
to publish 8 pages of what we believed was going to 
show the school authorities the error of their actions. 
For those of us sitting at the same CDH table, 
"freedom of the press" was what we heard. 

The legendary Bond lived Cricket. That meant a 
column and a half of every issue being dedicated to 
every match played and every cover drive perfectly 


executed during cricket season. Not a problem - 
except that Bond would hand over his hand-written 
article only at Thursday lunch, making it impossible 
to meet our intended deadline of distributing the 
Weekly at Saturday dinner. 

Emboldened, by previous wins, we asked Bond 
if he could hand his article over by Wednesday. 
^Why, my friend, there have been many editors and 
I've been doing this for many decades." Fuming, we 
bounced his article and published it a week later. 
Missed the deadline, we said. In fairness, Bond 
didn't bring up the subject and when he submitted 
the next article on the previous weekend's matches, 
again on Thursday, we bounced it by a week again. 
Still, no reaction from Bond. Or Charlie. Till a 
couple of weeks later when we missed our Saturday 
deadline and it had nothing to do with either Bond 
or Thursday. “I suggest you have a cup of tea with 
Mr Vohra” said Charlie, “you’re being childish.” And 
left it at that. Impetuosity needed to be curbed and 
Charlie reined us in! 

So who was Charlie, the teacher? Erudite. 
Eccentric. Bitingly sarcastic. Incisive and insightful. 
Cartographer of his beloved Doon valley. And God 
help you if you said up or down instead of north and 
south! 

Circa 1979. А1 Geography had 4 Rahuls in the class. 
Charlie asked Rahul a question. Duh. Charlie asked 
Rahul2 the same question. Duh. You could see the 
spring in Charlie's step as he turned to Rahul3 and 
repeated the question. Duh, again. 3 Rahuls standing, 
the 4th silently abusing the duffers before him. Next, 
Rahul4 also standing - and the question still not 
answered. 

Charlie wasn't done; a 4-о score in his favour was 
pedestrian. He pivoted on his heel and proclaimed 
“at least you four live up to your name.” Now, we 
may not have known our geography but we were 
A1 English and considered ourselves glib and able 
to counter punch. “What would that mean, sir" 
Rahul4 replied, as Rahul3 hissed “shut up, you fool!” 
Hinderance, replied Charlie. "That depends on the 
language, sir” continued Rahul4. “And pray, Shri 
Rahul4 which language do you know apart from 
English? And please don't say Hindi." Digging deep 
into his wits, “Raoul in Spanish means asshole, sir" 
continued Rahul4, as the class collectively either 
gasped or chuckled. Charlie didn't bat an eyelid. 
But the glint in his eye showed him moving in for 
the kill. "Appropriate as that is" continued Charlie, 
suppressing his smirk, *I wonder if that's what went 
through your parents’ minds as they named you!” 

May a thousand Charlies bloom. RIP, sir. 
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Above: Mr. Surinder ‘Charlie’ Kandhari. 


24 


ADVICE FROM АМ OLD 
WEEKLY EDITOR 


OF 


THE SECRET IOA LONG AND SUCCESSFUL LIFE 


Pratik Basu (442 TB, 1993) 


Dear Dosco Youth, 

Ah, now is such a wondrous time to be alive in Doon, eh? 
You have the sum total ofthe knowledge of the entire human 
race at your fingertips (I assume smartphones are banned, 
but just between you and me, we know you've smuggled 
one in, ІСІ be our little secret), artificial intelligence knows 





what you need before you even know it, robots are replacing 
a few of us every day, driverless cars roam the once-closed 
streets of Suicide Alley, the gig economy has probably made 
chots-fagging a thing of the past... All wondrous all the time! 

50, as you make your way through School and get ready 





to face the great beyond, here are a few words of advice 
from an old man of a (long) bygone era to help you on your 


journey into this brave new world: 


Study Sciences: Of course you have to be a STEM student, the 
buzzword ofthe "new" digital economy. When your parents 
exchange Diwali greetings with their friends don’t you want 
them to brag about their engineer child? What parent has 
ever bragged about birthing a poet? And if our parents can’t 
brag about us, well, then what else really is there? 

Study Humanities: Of course Steve Jobs (yes, that Steve 
Jobs) maintained that the humanities were essential for 
innovation. As the legend goes, if Stevie hadn’t dropped in 
on that calligraphy class in school he wouldn’t have gifted 
us Apple computers, and without Apple we wouldn’t have 
the iPhone. Now what kind of world would that leave us 
with?! No iPhone...perish the thought! 


Go Abroad: Go West, young man, as the saying goes, for it is 
your manifest destiny to accrue as much wealth as possible 
and luxuriate in the the opulent consumerism that has been 
the siren call to many a bright Indian mind before you. After 
all, you haven't lived unless you live in a 5,000-square-foot 
Mid-Century Modern (perhaps with a hint of Colonial? An 
M-C M-C?) with a three-car garage and full privileges at the 
local country club. 

Stay Home: Stay at home, your parents will be glad to have 
you, and there really is no substitute for family. As for that 
Mid-Century Modern-Colonial (М-С М-С), it was bought 
with a subprime interest-only ARM loan, and we all know 
what happens next. And that consumerism...have you been 
to a Gurgaon mall lately, why travel when you can buy to 
your heart’s content right here at home? 


Remain Single: The world 15 your oyster, why let a spouse drag 
you down with the incessant nagging, compromise, staying 
at home, when you can fly around like the international man 
of mystery you so rightfully deserve to be? I mean, would 
you rather be home balancing your cheque book and trying 
to fix the leaky faucet in the M-C M-C or out and 

about partying like a very single rockstar? 
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Get Married: What use is all this partying if you don’t have 
a significant other to share it with? The world can be a cold, 
lonely, hard place; stay at home in the warm comfort of the 
М-С М-С, and the loving embrace of your spouse. As the 
Fab Four told us oh so many years ago, Love is all you need. 





Don’t Have Children: Good Lord, these are pesky little 
buggers, always crying, and peeing, and screaming, and 
wanting, and needing, and running, and breaking, and 
spending, and generally making life miserable for everyone 
around them. 

Have Children: Then there’s that moment when you get 
home to the M-C M-C after a long hard day of work, and 
you turn the key, and you hear the excited pitter-patter of 
little feet rushing to the door, then those pesky little buggers 








hug you like you're the greatest thing they've ever seen 
before running off to all their breaking and spending and 
screaming, and for those 2.54 seconds you realise, it was 
totally worth it. 


Have a “Normal” Career: Like I said earlier, the world 
doesn’t need another poet. The world needs doctors, 





lawyers, engineers, bankers, entrepreneurs, and all those 
other captains of industry. After all, that M-C M-C isn’t 
going to pay for itself. 

Pursue Your Passion: The world doesn’t need a poet? I think 
a certain Mr. Harivansh Rai Bachchan would beg to differ. 
Find what your passion is and spend the rest of your life 





following that passion. Don’t believe me? Well, why don’t 
we ask Mr. Bachchan’s son, things turned out pretty well 


for him. 


All right fine, so perhaps I may not, in fact, have the 
secret to a long and fulfilling Ше, in fact, І may not have 
the secret to any life, period. What I do have, and this is 





in large part due to my experiences at our beloved Weekly, 
is the hard-earned knowledge that if you're lucky enough 
to find that thing that you love doing more than anything 
else, that thing that gets you excited, fires аП the synapses 
in your brain, gets your heart racing and the butterflies in 
your stomach going, that thing that gets you up at First Bell 
in the morning, and keeps you going long after Toye Time 
has ended and the world has gone to sleep, whatever that 
thing is, however strange and exotic or as commonplace as 
common can be, nurture that thing and do it for the rest of 
your life. I cannot promise you a successful life, but ГЦ bet 
it's a fulfilling one. 

As for the driverless cars, don't you dare take your hands 
off the steering wheel; Elon Musk is a smart, smart man, but 
he's no match for the chooch-es roaming the wild streets 
of D. Dun! 


THE DOON SCHOOL WEEKLY 


Pratik Basu used to be the Chief Editor of the 
Doon School Weekly a long time ago. After 
stints as a Consultant, Googler, and Director’s 
Assistant, he is currently pursuing a career in 

Film. He drives his own car. 
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riting isn’t the career you choose if you want 

to make money. Certainly, when I started at 

Doon, it was simply to write a cheesy poem 
about a very pretty master’s daughter. She was (and is) 
five years my senior. It was a scrawl I hoped no one would 
find. However, The Weekly editor at the time, Pratik Basu, 
found the dirge and printed it in a forthcoming issue. It 
was cringe-worthily entitled ‘Dream Girl’. He even took the 
trouble to get me to read it aloud to said subject of the 
poem, in the central dining hall, the day The Weekly arrived 








at our breakfast tables. Despite the scars, I persisted with 
the craft till I took over The Weekly editorship myself, and 
stuck with it, long after college. I discovered that when 
you're not being mortified for your scribbles by your 
seniors, in the real world you're scrimping barely enough 
change to make a living on words alone. Unless you're 
a budding bestselling novelist, a Pulitzer-prizewinning 
journalist or an advertising genius, writing is the job you go 
into because it fulfils you to stare at blank pages that ripple 
with possibility. And that people other than your mother or 
girlfriend, think your writing is good. 

Гуе scraped my way from writing mind-numbingly 
boring advertising copy for telecom and oil companies, 
and writing articles on hair products and which televisions 
to buy, to writing for some of the leading publications 
around the world and calling the shots at a couple of 
awesome magazines. Nearing 40, I still feel like Tm only 
just beginning! But from the outset, my drive for scribbling 
has not been money. It's been knowledge. Okay, and a lot 
of enjoyment. And in that pursuit, I've had a lot of fun. 

Perhaps the most gratifying aspect of being a writer is 
being granted near infinite licence to dive into the jugular 
vein of knowledge by testing that oft-cited lie, ‘there are 
no stupid questions!’ There are indeed as many stupid 
questions as there are writers with crippling self-doubt, 
but with a voice recorder in your hand, pointed squarely at 





someone deserving enough to have one pointed at them, 
you're well within your right to ask stupid questions -with 
smug impunity. How do you become a Michelin restaurant 
food critic? Become a journalist. How do you gain access 
to live business plans for starting your own microbrewery? 
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Become a journalist. How do you learn to spin out an Audi 
R8 on a former WWII air base having failed your driving 
test four times? Become a journalist. How do you wind 
up at a dinner with some of the 2oth Century's greatest 
sport icons including Sergei Bubka, Boris Becker, Martina 
Navratilova and Alex Ferguson? You get the picture. No 
TED talks list, no life coach workshops and certainly no 
self-help books required. Join a newspaper or magazine; 
make endless lists of stupid questions; gratify self like 
a boss. Now just imagine if you wanted to do something 
worthwhile. You could be the next Elon Musk. 

I got my start in advertising, writing-up a storm in 
superlative soaked brochures for real estate companies at 
the time of Dubai's property boom. To meet a particularly 
eccentric client, I found myself standing at the mouth 
of a road exit on a 100km per hour, 10-lane highway in 
the Arabian city. Aside from the fact that Dubai attracts 
drivers from all over South Asia and the Middle East with 
a particularly sophisticated style of Grand Theft Auto-style 
driving, the highway at the time was part of a road network 
that boasted some of the highest road deaths in the world. 
And those numbers were for people inside their cars. But 
our start-up company of writers would be damned if we 
didn't take every client that accidentally stumbled through 
our doors, looking for a toilet. If said client wanted to meet 
in a highway exit, and I drew the short straw, then that's 
where I'd meet them. Another time, our esteemed client 


wanted me to come up with a marketing campaign for his 





latest project; a set of twin towers "never seen before". Тһе 
renderings I was shown depicted two skyscrapers, finished 
in a tastefully wretched fondant pink, with fluted Roman 
columns running all the way up the sides, holding up gaudy 
gables and frilly balconies. The USP, I was told, was that 
one of these towers would be built entirely upside down. 
“You will walk on the ceiling. Plants will grow downwards. 
Waterfalls and fountains will flow upwards,” said he, trying 





his best to interpret the look of awe on my face as good or 
bad. The tag line he wanted for his new empire of optical- 
assault structures? “You cannot see me, only you can feel 
me,” he said. A classic case of ‘the customer is always right’ 


Pm sure this wasn’t. 


continued overleaf. 
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TO 
WRITER? 


Govind Dhar (192 Т, 1997) 


Editor-in=Ghief | 1996 





Above: Mr. Dhar in the Audi R8, about to take 
it for a test drive. 

Opposite Page: The crowd at The Glastonbury 
Festival. 


Left: At the launch of the Lamborghini 
Aventador in 2011. 


Right: The crowd at the Jack White Concert, 
Glastonbury. 
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I knew my days in ad copywriting were numbered. My way 
into journalism, or shall we say the 'go on holiday, eat everything 
in sight, and keep a diary' profession, started completely by 
mistake. Whiling away my day job hours at a tech company, 
enriched myself with pusuits such as prank-emailing batchmates 
(with several other batchmates in bcc, one including a polite 
request for refuge from imaginary thugs resulting in my mails 
being forwarded to the police) I accidentally bcc:d a friend's 
sister with an email address similar to his. At the time, she 
happened to be an editor with a leading national broadsheet. 
I received a mail back saying I'd got the wrong person, that the 





prank sounded cruel, but would I be interested in pitching them 
stories as I seemed to write well. And thus, did I start receiving 
travel, arts and food commissions, to ask stupid questions. At 
first, a lot of it had to do with the architecture and interiors of 
a luxury hotel, the markets from which caviar was sourced, to 
the angle at which the sun hit vines on European hillsides. The 





pursuit of excellence in culinary and hotel one-upmanship is a 
lot of fun when you're on the receiving end of it. And it beat the 
hell out of writing mission statements for the corporate sector. 

Another adventure as a writer included posing as a member 
of a completely separate profession altogether. In covering one 
of England's longest enduring music and arts festivals for all 
manner of left-leaning liberals not far from the druidic Lego site 
known as Stone Henge, I presented myself at the Glastonbury 
press tent for my accreditation badges and all-access passes 
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for the festival. *Have you registered for a photography pass as 
well?" the kind man asked me as I prepared to report on a solar 
powered-shower and candied pretzels. On looking confused, 
he asked again, “Do you һауе a camera?" I nodded and gained a 
photography pass to all stages at the four-day mud-fest. And so 
I made my way as a reporter and photographer into all-access 
areas with a voice recorder and a camera, all concealed in a 
sandwich bag for the ultimate protection from the elements. AII 
the other photographers wore professional jackets laden with 
battery packs, and lenses, and were lumbered with step ladders 
and several DSLRs slung around their bodies, as they strode 
into the press pit at the front of the stage for Jack White's other 
band, The Raconteurs. I marched in wearing a cheap hat, and in 
a poncho with my no larger than 6х5 inch digital Canon IXUS. 
Borrowing a step ladder from one of my peers, I captured lousy 
shots ofthe band. So I thought to turn around and capture shots 
of the heaving Glastonbury audience. The colour and variety of 
the great unwashed is an amazing sight. So thought the editor 
of Rolling Stone India who printed the shot as a double spread 
opener to my story on the fest. Not bad for a small bluff. 





Jokes aside, writing is a profession where the people who 
employ you trade remuneration for the enjoyment or prestige 
you get out of the byline. It is perhaps why I’ve tried to enjoy 
every gig as much as possible. And who doesn't enjoy being 
beaten to a pulp on an Ayurvedic massage table, quaffing 
Champagne for 24 hours in Rajasthan or speeding around on 
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a boat in Lisbon - all in the name of a story? But as you begin 
to get published further and wider, you tend to switch from 
seemingly frivolous pursuits and holidaymaking, to accessing 
the minds of people you really admire. Later in my career, 
story commissions have been a way of highlighting the work 
of people I look up to, and getting a front row seat to asking 
them questions about their practice, their method for writing, 
photography, art-making, film-making and music is the greatest 
pay off in my line of work. I’ve had the chance of speaking 
to luminaries in their fields about their favourite literature, 


their idols and inspirations, predicaments in life that led 





them to where they were, and which life lessons shaped their 
expression. This has always been a central aspect of my desire 
to ask questions, stupid or otherwise. The greater one's interest 
in a field, the farther an editor is willing to push for access to get 
you closer to the source on the subject. Landing up at the first 
Dharamsala International Film Festival, I managed to spend 
some time with Oscar-winning director, Asif Kapadia to ask him 
about his documentary filmmaking style and choice of subject. 
At an event with the famous architect of Singapore, Lee Kuan 
Yew (who was being questioned on stage by another Dosco, 
Karan Thapar), I got the chance to ask him why he didn't simply 
silence his critics and allow more press freedom in his country. 
And at a gallery in Delhi, my interest in archival photography 
led me to picking the brains of Nimai Ghosh, the only 
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photographer allowed on set for one of India's most celebrated 


filmmakers - Satyajit Ray to find out how he almost threw a 
lifetime’s collection of negative into the Hooghly because no 
one would buy them. My writing pursuits now continue with 
editing a magazine where I choose the stories and subjects I'm 
interested in, and send myself and other writers on journeys of 
discovery to satisfy our own lists of stupid questions. I wouldn't 
trade this line of work for a fat cat salary any day of the week. 

And that dinner with all those sports stars? That was a 
complete mistake. I sat on the wrong shuttle on a press trip to 
the Laureus Sport Awards in London and ended up separated 
from my group of journalists, only to find myself surrounded 
by Olympians and superstar athletes at a venue I wasn't meant 
to be at. I know close to nothing about sport and found it best 
to save my stupid questions for another time, filling the silence 
with roast pork, gratin and copious amounts of red wine. Who 
says writing doesn't pay? 
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GETTING THE HANG OF 


THURSDAYS 


Vivek Santayana (369 O, 2011) 


An account of the effects of serving on the Weekly. 
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‘This must be Thursday,’ said Arthur to himself, sinking low over his beer. ‘I never could get the hang of Thursdays.’ — Douglas 
Adams, The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy 


ven though it has been over six years since I have handed 
b, over the Editor's pen, there are some Weekly habits that 
I still cannot shake. Every Thursday, I have an uncanny 
feeling that there is somewhere that I need to be, squinting at 


a computer screen, hunched over the proofs of a forthcoming 





issue, trying to straighten out knotted sentences, in equal 
measures driven and terrified by an imminent deadline. As a 
doctoral candidate, my schedule is very different from when 
I was at School: my time lacks regular structure, and I am 
supposed to work with my own initiative, writing to deadlines 
spaced out over months rather than days, submitting chapters 
that are several thousands of words in length. If there is a reason 
Thursdays still feel different, it is not because of the weekly 
routine that I built my week around, but more because of how 
those Thursdays changed my understanding of the labour of 
writing. 

Writing is labour. Academic writing, doubly so. To begin 
with, what I am writing is itself very difficult: trying to articulate 
complex ideas, interweaving literary theory with critical 
readings of literary texts, in a way that is clear and accessible. 
The physical act can also be draining. At the best of times, I 
can write in a consistent rhythm and make regular progress, 
chipping away gradually at the daunting size of the completed 
thesis. But these good times are very rare, and have between 





them extended periods of crisis and confusion, ranging from 
procrastination to impostor syndrome. Adding to this, the 
reward is often intangible: so many hundred words on the 
document, most of which I might end up excising later anyway. 





Despite these uphill challenges, there has been one thing upon 
which I have been able to rely: whenever I did manage to 





muster the energy and confidence to turn up, I worked with the 
discipline and focus that I needed to regain lost ground. 

Above all, I still have PCH and STK's voices in my head 
keeping me on track, admonishing me for every unclear 
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sentence or incorrect preposition, and also encouraging me 


with every idea or stylistic decision that unfolded well. Maybe 





because of my rapport with them, I have never been scared of 
critical or editorial feedback. I would not say I developed a thick 
skin to criticism — I still have strong feelings about my writing 





and people's responses to or opinions of it — but I am able to 
acknowledge that most of the criticism I get from editors or 
supervisors is intended in good faith. It is a difficult change in 





one's relationship with one's teacher or one's lecturer when one 
goes from being a student whose work is marked and assessed 
to a writer whose work develops through collaboration and 
formative discussion. I have gradually come to understand this 
tough love and mutual care that people who write have towards 
each other and each other's work. 

I suppose the most valuable thing I gained was a stern 
interior monologue that would never pull any punches, that 
whenever I submit both my work or anybody else's to my own 
editorial judgment, I will not lie to myself, or let something pass 
if I was not satisfied with it. I guess I have picked up rather 
exacting standards, although, I confess, sometimes at the cost 
of the proportionate sense of tact that such standards require. 

Whenever I look back at the issues of the Weekly in which 
I am given a by-line, I can still remember chatter that went 
on behind the scenes on the Thursday evenings when Dhruv, 
Shashank, Shashvat, STK, PCH and I were finishing up with the 
issue. Academic writing, or any kind of writing for that matter, 
does not happen easily, and it is hard to see the fruit of one's 
labour. But during all those Thursday evenings, I learned to 
enjoy the labour of writing, embrace the vulnerability that this 
kind of labour entails, have faith in my critical judgment and 
value the collaborative relationships I have with people I work 
with. And maybe that's why, though I may still nd Thursdays 
stressful by force of habit, I still do my best work on Thursdays. 
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LA VIE EN PROSE 


Aditya Bhattacharya (657 К, 2015) 


Musings on the paradoxical nature of writing. 


riting, to me, is an interestingly paradoxical activity. It requires years 
of hard work, which serves essentially to improve one’s ability to 


maximise even the briefest flashes of inspiration. To further illustrate, I 





found boundless (and in retrospect, unrefined) creativity when I was in class in the 
Main Building, desperately looking to keep myself awake. Now, four years removed 
from those ‘fond’ memories, I find it impossible to write anything of worth beyond 
academic papers or motivation letters, 1.е., anything of ‘professional’ worth. I have 
certainly progressed as a writer - the beauty of the French language and the razor- 
sharpness of French dissertations have moulded me further, yet I can no longer 
write to please myself. What went wrong? 

If I had to trace back my journey as a writer and identify a point in time when 
arguably I was at my creative peak, I would choose the month spanning the Founder's 
Day issue of my S-form and my first few issues as Editor-in-Chief. There is always 
a flux between the exit of the old guard and the announcement of the new, and I 
was eager to prepare myself for a post I firmly believed I was destined to occupy. 
Six months or so later, I would have unknowingly finished my final issue as Chief 
Ed. Therein lies the root of my creative impotency (if I may say so) - complacency. 
Once you become Editor-in-Chief, things change. I was no longer the excited 
correspondent who wrote poetry for fun, or the 'scoping' associate editor relishing 





the prospect of editing skins. Of course, this all seems evident now, but what I failed 
to realise at the time was that instead of writing and working to impress, I was instead 
writing and editing to fill the gaps. The Weekly had always been time-consuming, 
but now it really felt like work. But I believed there was no one left to impress - I'd 
been writing continuously for four years, and I would probably continue to write 
for another fourteen. And yet, once my tenure ended, I did not contribute anything 
aside from one last poem, not even finding the willpower to try and impress Old 
Boys through the Rose Bowl. 

Yet it was in the months following my exit that I realised that even though my 
abilities had been diminished, I would never completely be rid of them. Sitting in 
the careers department with Mr. Magee, I fidgeted nervously as he read through my 
essays. Once finished, he looked at me with an air of both amusement and despair, 
and said, "Aye, you're going to be a writer." At the time, I took the compliment as 
a reaffirmation of my skill. But now I understand the tone of despair in his voice - 
writing never escapes you. Be it through the essays I write, or the letters (borrowing 
from a certain John Keating's assertion that language was invented for one reason), 
or even the few attempts at editing that come my way, the writer in me lives on, 


feeding off of my memories and experiences, and coming back to haunt me through 


Above: Mohit Jayal's interpretation of The Doon School Staff. 
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a particular phrase in an essay or a poem. And each time it resurfaces more insolent, 
mocking my inability to conjure up something of substance. 

simultaneous to the weathering of my writing was the ascension to the fore of 
the cynic in me. At first I believed it to simply be a part of growing older. It was only 
when I began to second-guess my (rare) writings at every step that I realised I no 
longer had confidence in my ability to weave words together. I was also no longer 
convinced that anyone would care about what I had to say. Hundreds of voices are 
extinguished every day, snuffed out because they dared to disagree. Because they 





dared to take a stand and challenge the presupposed realities around them. And here 
I had the audacity to write poems about my feelings. This apathy towards the value 





of my own thoughts contributed to an ever-deepening feeling of redundancy. Once, 
I had proudly affirmed that I owed any personal growth to writing and reading. Now, 
anything worth reading and writing had to form part of the curriculum, otherwise I 


was wasting everyone's time. 





Most of my favourite poets wrote their chefs-d'œuvre when they were fighting wars 
(à la Wilfred Owen), or my favourite authors when they were fighting propaganda 
(à la George Orwell). And there are countless reminders of how difficult a writer's 
life used to be, with so many of them being recognised and honoured posthumously, 
having passed away in obscurity or poverty. Today, anyone can be a writer sitting at 
home, without having to risk anything but a morsel of pride. But I fear that today 
the willingness to expose oneself to criticism has diminished greatly. The internet 
has allowed for the near-complete exchange of information, and social media has 
empowered even the least social of us to project our own opinions. Why do the 





words of someone who doesn't know the difference between 'your and 'you're' 


suddenly matter more than the scathing words of an eminent critic? Because in our 








(or at least in my) lack of self-confidence, we let anyone expose the perceived chinks 
in our armour. 

Ultimately, there are still plenty of reasons why one should write. There are 
injustices everywhere in the world that are allowed to recede into our memories 





without check. There are experiences in our lives that are worth pondering. And 
who does or doesn't read our writings should not be a determinant in the equation. 
Whether you are or aren't a writer shouldn't be defined by whether you make a living 





off of it or not, or whether you receive the highest laurels. Writing shouldn't be about 
pandering to an audience - it should be about convincing that audience through 
your writing that you do have something to say that is worth hearing. Elbert Hubbard 
once wrote that ‘to avoid criticism say nothing, do nothing, be nothing,’ and it is our 
duty, not just as writers, but as privileged individuals, to do more than nothing. 
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THE DILEMMA OF YOUNG 


WRITERS 


Arjun Singh (364 H, 2018) 


Reflections on the life of a writer in School. 


f you are a student at The Doon School, then - at 
І one point іп your six-year slog - you will certainly 

have been asked to write something apart from an 
examination. Unlike the exam, however, this collection 
of sentences will actually require a minimum amount 
of what's called "thinking". Moreover, it will require 
another thing called “effort” spent on writing it, for 
there is usually no place to chepo or copy it down from. 
And, speaking of that, it will require you to produce 
something original - something actually unique. For, in 
this case, if you do try to copy - then unlike in an exam 
- you may actually get caught. 

This is what would conventionally be a “dilemma 
faced by young writers" at Chandbagh or, to put it 
more accurately, "the path to writing a senior's college 
essay.” Whatever the name, it’s the effortless and painless 
process that we students face while putting finger 
to keyboard and writing an article that (especially 
nowadays) has as good a chance of being read as the 
Weekly itself. (Clearly, quite large). 

It all starts with a senior's request or the ‘friendly 
favour’ to write. Editors-in-Chief of publications or 
the non-studious SC-Form student will allot them 
at lightning speed - either after dinner or while one 
is ‘diligently studying’ in Toye later that night. “You! 


|»? 


Write an article for me!" he will politely say (in Hindi, 





of course). This ‘request’ is remembered for as quickly 
as one took to hear him say it, and a long period of 
thoughtlessness follows as one conveniently 'forgets' 
the task. One-by-one, the days go by until а ‘New 
Microsoft Word Document is finally opened - long after 





the deadline has passed and with repeated extensions 
thereafter. By then, the impending duty - and in some 
cases, the senior's wrath - hovers like Damocles over 
one's head, making further procrastination impossible. 
The entire process now moves into an equally long 
phase, where work is actually done - making the writer 
just slightly more productive and creative than before. 
Now, unless you've kindly ‘offered’ the task of writing 
to a junior or, dare I say, one of your ‘more capable’ 
form-mates, a classic hurdle appears. This is a tall one, 
where nearly everyone trips, as their brains chart the 
feeble course of "selecting a topic". Keep in mind, 
you've most likely been instructed to write nothing 
that's *clichéd, controversial and nothing that could 
be censored”, leaving you with a list of topics that's as 
short as one's imagination. If you're fortunate enough, 
though, the topic will have already been given to you 
- and will save you from questioning every publication- 
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wala you can find for “а suggestion, yaar!” Unless you 
want to burden yourself, however, then it's just like an 
ICSE project: keep it simple, and stupid. 

Once that Herculean task is over, the actual ‘writing’ 
part comes, or rather, the lack of it. If and when you do 
start, writer's block will arrive to taper your thoughts as 
you type out each word: carefully, if you somewhat care 
about the article, or recklessly, if you don't. Every word 





is considered, sentences are deleted and re-added, and 
effortless hours are spent finishing the next paragraph. 
When asked about the progress, the article is always 
“just about done”. It goes on and on and on until you 
finally finish. Here, the happiness or relief one may 
feel is short lived, for on closer inspection you realise 
that the minimum word limit is far ahead, or if you're 
like me, has been left far, far behind with three useless 
paragraphs in between. It is then that the penultimate 
and dumbfounding step of extending (or, in my case, 
grudgingly cutting) the article now begins. 

And now, after the article is finished, it is finally 
submitted. While some may feel satisfied at this point, 
that feeling is usually absent, since the article shall 
instead be printed under the name of the ‘prolific and 
most-hardworking senior who supposedly wrote it 
(though given the quality, that's perhaps a good thing). 
If not, the most one can usually take pride in is their 
name at the top, for the article will likely (and sadly) 
not be read by most, who will instead flock to Page 3 
and the Unquotable Quotes section, or disturbingly 
never open the Issue at all - making the HT City our 
veal flagship publication. Regardless, the dilemma is 
now over, and the honourable veteran writer is cast 
aside - his next call of duty being for the issue of next 
term, or when another senior needs to get into college. 

But while this whole ordeal is a thankless task, it 
is indeed something that we should be thankful for. 
Ironic as it may seem, it's these forced assignments that 
truly help us: they test our skills, they offer us the next 
improving challenge, and, most importantly, they allow 
us to learn something new. That's the way we become 
better writers - by going through this process over and 
over again; painful as it must be, but provident as it 
truly is - a part of the hard but heady journey through 
school. It is for this reason that, between all the brain- 
racking and exhaustion, I’m glad to have faced this 
dilemma during my school years - and for better or 
worse (despite your curses) it is my solemn hope that 
you all shall face it too. 
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УЧ" School at 4 p.m. on the 16th oi Feb. 
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The way to a man's brain is through his stomach- Drawn by Ajit Ray (177 Т, 1939) 


"Wrestling^- Drawn by Suvarna Sanyal (198 К, 1962) 
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SATURDAY, 30th JAN.1937 


The Headmaster’s Advice 


On the opening day of the term the 


Headmaster, while addressing the assembly, 
drew attention to the necessity of boys 
l lili j iO C (Ti GI i jO оиса ол mey boys 
might be expected to live up to іп the 
SEDO LON their arrival au Еле рели oF 
next April. Не said that all boys when they 
come 


deal 


to this school, where there is a good 
feel a natural desire to 


He then bade all boys 


of freedom, 
make their mark here. 
to mako up their mind Ce 156 сі: Seige OE 
Ш50015 те 1- ото го oS и ОО ОО ео 
ask himself: Is he going to be опе of the 
boys who is carefully watched when he goes 
in at cricket, because by practice and care 
he trained himself into a reliable bat? Or 
is he going to be one of the boys that the 
Headmaster mentions to visitors as being 
ӘСЕ Cl OS lee Mena Ек O Ж с оГ- В с 
great reader or an extremely neat writer or 
verwongdgusterous? Or 135 he going то be the 
boy that others will ЕАК of аз being Ehe 
one to follow as a Leader? Or is he going to 
be the boy who will act as squad leader at 
F. T or has Tr qn o J ст Po beo abl- 
CO Sieve тя оо то TENET Ss" Bien т 
he going to be able to show that everything 
ІШІ l ооба иеа P ii IO ааа ID 
cn clero Or Ws hie Бом Ее опе ео vc n 
Housemasters will proudly show visitors? Or 
is he the boy whose personal appearance is 
always so neat and tidy that others follow 


his example? 


Everyone, the Headmaster further observed, 


сс 2 Ее авав еу B Tim l nr O 


t hal hy КОР VOU when лор ас ra 


Chan e во Шеке Пе Mm r т! оо ааа 
Еке (ГІЛІ Eee c Om yy I P D OW, 
have finished with making that sort of mark 
NOW opes ou y OI E 
your minds to make better marks than this, 
and be able to show the new boys when they 
COWS ЕЕ EM б комета DUM ПӘ СЕ = 


GUS ому зо nca cools 
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SATURDAY, 27th FEB.1937 


OUR ANNIVERSARY 


The Doon School Weekly celebrates its first 
Borno ONG) pe е erst dn 
Пете а с: 
appeared every Saturday with an uncanny 


dere = 


anniversary next week. 


February in the leap year 


regularity and a phenomenal success. 
has only been made possible by the magnificent 


тие o ео DD O r ER IT 210 оао weed 


the readers and contributors of the Doon 
School Weekly have shown during the past 


year. The Headmaster with his messages in 


the Assembly, the masters and boys with 


their numerous “activities such as 1n Art, 


Carpentry, IE Et ri лепес, Soit mmo Cand 


Gublouncg Puck lol, Library, and Cames have 


ӘЛІ немесі» Comer louked та Ене шо е Кэ ко 
of the Weekly. We are also grateful to 


Hall Si 1S IIA О Gorla lj Tanho 


& Glaxo, Andade, Ventilation, K. Junglee, 
Density Bottle, Potato, Ме вое. 
Fill ri ЕЕ Оа an MI, GEIL aoha 
SOOM Ee WIN IOC ILL 21! Ол оо 
"Last we suggested that paths remind us 
cE ES ES ШЕСІ Ше ШІСІ Cm л 
the best way to work at anything we want 
to get done and secondly the advantage 
Ol Cooperating, 


ЕСЕП ЕСЕ” ЗИМИ boron P о 21 lei CE 


so that we have one good 
inefficient separate ones. Now today I want 
to say something about keeping up the path. 
If you never pay any attention to repairs 
it will eventually get dusty and covered 
with weeds, and will begin to break up. So 
once a year it is usual to have a good look 
at the path and make up your mind how it 
needs patching. People often do this at the 
beginning of the New Year. They examine the 
way in which they are living their lives 


and they make good resolutions with which 


the weak patches shall be strengthened just 
as we put some new bajri down where the 
road is dusty, and this gets hammered down 
So that it becomes really part of the road. 
In the same way our good resolutions may 
become part of our way of life. 
however, 


Тһеге is one warning, abour OO 


resolutions, and you аге reminded of it 
every time you walk from here to the Art 
робот. 


К NEN о 


There the road is so thick with 
SO eeu. 110 ine ere 
that people often prefer not to walk on 
a оо ee СИЕТ Wie wou Ines oOo MN сосе. 
е зо lime Wome асо ооа са “oie liar о 
will find that none of them will get properly 
trodden in so that they become really part 
of you. But the man who makes lots and lots 
of good resolutions often makes very little 
else. 

Now at the beginning of the New Year make 


000 ао ПЕШІНЕ Ve sree rol IL wee! оз вое 


ЕС Са ex fllii Е 
place where the dirt always sticks when 
there is any mud about. That place where 
there is a nasty hole which wants to be filled 


up. The hole which you may try and hide by 


dishonest work. Бас! or US May Mave ова 
SO сез с 0 ие ак еше oon БСШ емко 
resolutions; a boy who decides that he is 
going to read the whole of Shakespeare, try 


and start learning Latin, French Persian, 
Sa ek ПОШ и ген 
Artists 


LIEN OLE 


librarians, 


ае ае 


Naturalis 
will 


состер, 
and Carpenters, 
and slippery and until he gets rid of the 
resolutions he can't manage, the path may 


be no use at all. 
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ELECTION NOTES 


ру 'Canvasser' 
February 5, 1938 | Issue No. 64 
A review of the first School Council Representative Elections. 


o say the least, the announcement that a School council was being started, 

caused almost universal surprise; it was, however, a very pleasant one. It 

made people feel responsible. We congratulate school on this excellent 
scheme. 

Almost all constituencies are being keenly contested. Only Hyderabad and Tata 
Houses have returned unopposed members for the Middle School constituencies. 
Yogishwar Raj Puri, and Khushahmadul-Mulk are the two lucky candidates. 

Perhaps the most keenly contested seats will be between the two. There are four 





A portrait of Martyn House as drawn by Georgina Г. Maddox. 
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candidates. D.C. Puri, and C.C. Deveshar. It remains to be seen whether the Prefects 
will be elected. 

Jaipur House is the only House where Prefects are not standing for Upper school. 
In some ways this is an excellent policy, and we shall look forward to whether in 
future elections other Houses will follow the example of not nominating Prefects. 
The only likely flaw in this scheme may be that in some constituencies the most 
efficient and probably sensible members are the Prefects. 


It is rumored that the Sunday elections will bring many surprising results. 


= зар МІ 
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‘The Doon School Fortnightly’ was established during the Second World War to save paper for the War effort. 





t is very seldom that we inflict an editorial on our readers, but this is the last 
È of the term and we hope we may be forgiven. We would like to thank 
our contributors. Our relations with them are too apt to consist entirely of 
complaints about the lateness of the copy on the days that it has to be sent to the 
printer. They have however been increasing in punctuality and we are glad to end 
the term on a note of congratulations rather than of complaint. The printers also, 
Vasant Pess have always succeeded in delivering it in time for breakfast distribution, 
although they have often been inundated with unexpected material at late hour. To 
our readers we would like to point out that this is the third occasion this term when 
they have had a six page number, and that about nine pages during the term have had 
to be printed in small type, which of course, also means that they are getting more for 
their money. All this is made financially possibly partly by the fact that we now have 
nearly forty subscribers among Old Boys and others. 
The necessity of these extra pages and this small type lies partly we suppose in 
the greater amount that is going on in the school, party in the re-introduction of 
cartoons and partly in our reporters sending in fuller reports. 


EDITORIAL 


December 14, 1940 | Issue No. 37 (The Doon School Fortnightly) 


A thank you, and farewell to the School on behalf of the Editorial Board. 


Often the reports have been so full that they have had to be cut down. When 
they arrive early enough we prevent this, but in some cases it is unavoidable. We do 
not wish our contributors be discouraged by this. There are many reasons why it is 
important that reports should be full. 

So much for ourselves. The term that is now soon to end has been in many ways 
a happy and successful one. Of course we do not know the fate of all the boys who 
have just finished taking exams. But we have been free from infectious diseases 
and in other ways also healthier than usual. The various inter-house competitions 
have provided interesting sport, and fairly definitely a higher standard of play and 
achievement. The weather has been very kind to us and now the holidays are upon 
us once more. Within a week’s time most of us will be at home, and we hope there 
will not be too great a reaction from the activities of school life, but that within 
changing scenes energies will also be renewed ”to fill the unforgiving minute with 
sixty second worth of distance run.” 
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Below: А chambers meeting regarding the 
Tuck Shop. 
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THE АКТ MASTER'S 
IMPRESSIONS 


May 26, 1945 | Issue No. 179 


n the Doon School Art is taught and the boys often 
] say, "We are going to learn art," but the teaching of 

art is more or less a superficial show, rather than 
a genuine work of inspiration. The art school is not 
for developing the creative instinct, or for art for art's 
sake, or for developing the qualities of revelling in the 
beauties of nature, but for the very few boys who cannot 
adjust themselves to other activities prevailing here. 


The art school is considered, at times, to be a place 





where boys find a chance to express their repressed 
emotional desires, hence, it naturally prevents them 
from going astray. In my stay here of more than nine 
years, I have allowed boys to see pictures painted by 
me, but few have learnt what art really means, apart 
from learning a little bit of painting and sculpturing. I 
have been the gainer, but the letter I have gained could 
be accelerated if I lived elsewhere. 

I have a background of Shantiniketan, and I have 
worked in the Scindia School. Fundamentally there 
is very little difference between Shantiniketan, the 
Scindia School, and the Doon School. They are all three 





residential institutions, but on deeper penetration, I 
find Shantiniketan is far the superior in the learning of 
any aesthetic art. Tagore has taken ideas from both the 
old Indian Ashrams and the European schools, but he 
has balanced them very well, and it is this that is lacking 
here. 

In the Doon School efficiency and discipline are 


Views of Mr. Khastgir, an Art Master in School at the time. 


given too much importance and too much of routine 
work packed with bodily activities provides no time 
for the development or the aesthetic sense of the 
individual. Games are given too much importance 
and these physical activities make boys so exhausted, 
both physically and mentally that they cannot produce 
anything original or beautiful and they have to neglect 
the aesthetic side of life. I have not found anything 
original at the Doon School and although it is said that 
the Doon School is producing leaders, I feel that boys 
hardly cultivate the power of initiative and creativeness. 

The message artists give is very well expressed in 
one of Prof. Nicholas Roerich’s articles, “Art should be 
protected by all means. Armageddon is roaring. Art and 
knowledge are the corner stones of evolution. Art and 





Science are needed always, but in our Armageddonial 
days they must be specially guarded by all powers of our 
hearts. It is a great mistake to think that during troubled 
times culture can be disregarded. On the contrary the 
need of culture is specially felt in times of War and 
human misunderstandings. Outside of art, religion is 
inaccessible; outside of art, the spirit of nationality is 
lost; outside of art, Science is dark. This is not a Utopia. 
The history of humanity gives innumerable examples 
of art being the ‘Great Beacon’, of light in times of 
calamity. In times of war let us think of future peace, 
affirmed by creativeness, labour and beauty.” 
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WEEKLY 


Vivek Nehru (82 J, 1944) 


October 7, 1947 | Issue No. 163 


school that can boast of possessing a really good 
Aw or Fortnightly "News rag" can really count itself 

ucky. But we must admit that our Doon School Weekly 
undeniably falls short of the good mark, and my opinion is 
that it is actually on the wrong side of "fair". Speaking quite 
candidly, it has got seriously major defects but there definitely 
is room, and plenty of it too, for improvement. 

The idea of the Weekly is to provide light, digestible reading 
matter for the boys of the School. By light reading matter, I 
mean the kind of material that everyone, juniors included, can 
understand. If you read through the Weekly at a decent speed it 
will take you about twenty minutes at the most-or shall we say 
one breakfast interval. Now we get the Weekly at the beginning 
of breakfast, and over nine-tenths of the school reads it there 
and then. There are only a few persons who reserve it for their 
leisure hours. But the kind of "stuff" one likes to read over his 
porridge and eggs is not the long - winded pompous articles 
or letters that usually adorn the front page or the equally 
distasteful and chill reports of Council meetings, society 
meetings, and the other common features. To tell the truth, 
these long pompous letters that one usually gets on the front 
page don't go down well with the majority of the school at all. 
In fact, being an absolute riddle to them, the Middle School 
boys generally leave out these features as a whole. 

Another item which many people find dull and quite devoid 
of interest is the News in Brief column. The news it publishes 
is known to every single boy in the School ages before it is sent 
for publication. In my opinion this is an absolutely pointless 
idea. Another thing is that the Editors, quite unintentionally I 
am sure, take advantage of the "News" column to indulge their 
humorous tendencies. I must say most of the jokes that have 
appeared in the News column have been maliciously personal. 
My suggestion is that these long pompous arguments should 
be altogether dotted from the Weekly and "News and Brief" 





features be relegated to as small a space as feasible on the back 
page. The sports accounts are all right, considering most of the 
School is games-minded and this is about the only feature in 





Feedback on the Weekly (preferably the 'Dosconian^) 


the sheet which is popular with everyone. 

I also suggest that instead of the items we have deleted 
we should have some kind of serial story. A senior boy or 
may be an interested master would ably do the job. We could 
have a thrilling, adventurous or mystery story, simple enough 
for everyone to understand and yet an appetising meal. This 
would make Weekly "day" much more longed for, as anyone 
with brains could see that a serial always promotes suspense. 
Each instalment could end with the hero or heroine placed in 
a particularly compromising situation like being trapped and 
tortured by the villain or cornered by some wild beast. I can 
guarantee if the story was well written it would quite easily 
interest everyone enough to make them long for the next issue. 

The only possible objection against this serial is its being 
too childish and flippant. But this can dismissed quite easily by 
saying that God we have enough serious reading already in the 
School and for the benefit of our "Pseudo-Philosophers there 
is always the Library". 

As everyone knows, work in School is enough to tax the 
strongest and can we be blamed for wanting just a twenty 
minute respite from the eternal, monotonous and hateful 
routine we have to follow? Another, and an infallible way 
for making us forget for a short time that we are drudges to 
routine is humour. By humour I mean really good, spicy jokes 
including howlers made by boys or overheard laughs, not the 
usual personal stuff we are accustomed to. There should be a 
“joke board” to select suitable jokes, something like the Book 
Society in America, and these jokes should then be published. I 
am confident that a Weekly containing a serial, murder be two, 
and a number of good jokes, say half a dozen per instalment 
would be a tremendous success. Lastly the name "Doon School 
Weekly" sounds and frankly is, so stupid. Cant we have an 
original name? Just one word like "Dosconian" would do and 
as this would not interfere with anyone. I don't see any reason 
why it should not be adopted. So let us hope that a new day will 
dawn, when the present Doon School Weekly will come out as 
a novel, a sheet that everyone can be proud of. 


March 28, 1936 
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LET US PAUSE AND THINK 


S.P.S. 
April 1, 1950 | Issue No. 334 


t seems to me that it is time we paused to take stock 

of the exact educational value system of house 

competitions that has so important a place in our 
school. From the beginning of a term to its end I feel 
that there is one great rush to prepare for some inter 
house competition or another. These competitions 'are 
too much with us’. This term, for example, boys began 
with a feverish preparation for the PT. Gong and the 
Apparatus cup: alongside of which were practices going 
on for the inter house cricket. Other major features on 
the list for this term are inter house hockey, swimming 
and music. One only realises how deeply these occupy 
the boys' time and possesses their souls when one 
undertakes (with disappointing response) to help 
them do something creative which is not on the inter 
house basis- it may be drama, music, art or even study 
of literature or science. There is a feeling with masters 
that boys here work, or put in their best, only if it is a 
inter house event. A notice in the weekly announcing 


that the science department is instituting an inter 





house experimental physics contest is indicative of this 
outlook, and before someone thinks of initiating an inter 
house clause analysis or algebra competition it is time 
that we took stock of our ends and means, and realised 
what a *sordid boom" the inter house competitions can 
be. 

It is argued that inter house competitions foster a 
healthy feeling of friendly rivalry, and give meaning and 
zest to life. Cases are pointed in which individuals whose 
performance was otherwise mediocre have shown 





achievement which was highly creditable. We are also 
told that these can develop a sense of loyalty and service 
to the House which is the beginning of loyalty to the 


Evaluating the concept of Inter-House Competitions. 


larger circles which boys willlater belong. And then there 
is the final tragic reality that a boy should be brought up 
to face that life is one unremitting competition between 
class and class, and unless you are assertive, go-ahead 
type, loyal to the class that you belong, you have no 
chance of survival. There is another group, consisting 
of people who normally shun the name of educational 
psychology as if it were a newly imported and deadly 
virus, but who invoke it in defence of competitions and 
make the claim that they feed all the emotional need of 
an adolescent, viz his assertiveness and his propensity 
to belong to a group, and he was loyal to it. 

Such а view оп an adolescent’s life is based on only 
a partial realisation of his needs. And to my mind our 
concept of his education has its roots in a system that is 
educationally unsound and obsolete. Creating interest 
in learning through competitions may have served some 
purpose in perpetuating an order of society in which 
class distinctions and loyalties were valued over above 
everything else; and in which school was regarded as 
preparation for a word governed by laissez-faire and 
class loyalties. Such people, it is true, built the British 
Empire in the 19th century. But times have changes 
since, and with them the look on life. His majesty's 
labour government has found it expedient to liquidate 
the empire, to nationalise the industries, and eliminate 
free enterprise. The world is waking to the fact (barring 
America) that a nation in which class privileges are 
retained is heading for catastrophe, and that the only 
way to save it is by re-educating its people into working 
not for themselves and for their class, but for the State 
which comprises people of all classes. 

It is generally accepted that the aim of education 
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is to develop one's responsiveness to beauty, humane 
feelings, and creative urge as an individual-one's natural 
desire to reach onwards. One also learns at school to 
seek one's fulfilment in a certain social context. This 
social context is not a microcosm of the world that is, 
with all its failings, but of a world that we want to be 
build, a New Jerusalem after our hearts. At school a 
boy should learn to think of noble ends to live for, and 
equally noble means to suit these ends. 

I do not think that inter house competitions aid the 
fulfilment of any part of this function of education. In 
the first instance they do not conceive of a boy in terms 
of an individual: he is encouraged to regard himself as 
a part of the group, with unquestioning loyalties to that 
group. It is not uncommon, hence, to see boys behaving 
not as individuals with kindliness and respect to all, but 
as members of a herd viewing with a sense of rivalry 
all those who are outside the pale of their loyalties. 
Public schools, I hear, are noted for their merciless 
ragging of masters who cannot hold their interests. 
As to responsiveness to beauty in a boy brought up 
on competitions one has heard the views of Art and 
Music masters on this subject. Secondly the social order 





for which competitions prepare one is uncontrolled 
individual selfishness of the laissez-faire type of 





economics which, as I have sated before, is decaying. 
The fact is that the system of inter house 
competitions is an old evil with an imposing name. It 
substitutes teaching by rod, but is still akin to it: only 
the physical agony of learning through a clout on the 
head is replaced by one’s mind being continually on the 
rack. The correcting rod of a master is substituted by 
the jeers of the house let down. Nor can it even be said 





Above: Upper Skinners’ during an Inter- 
House Cricket Match. 


of competitions that they are means of improving every 
boy’s achievement in sports or studies. If they help 
anybody it is a few picked ones: as to most of the rest 
the sad fact is brought home to them that they do not 
count in the game. 

An adolescent may feel the urge to identify himself 
with a group, and form his own code of loyalties but 
there is a limit to which this is an emotional need that 
can be exploited, or his pace forced. We would perhaps 
be wary of this if we fully realised that underneath his 





outward reserve is a stratum of extreme sensitiveness: 
that he is unerringly accurate in his instinctive grasp for 
truth; that he hates falsehood, sham and insincerity in 
others; and that even on his surrender of a part of his 
self to the group, he seeks recognition of himself as an 





individual. If we ignore the creative possibilities of this 
concealed sensitiveness, if we present to him as truth 
a social microcosm in which competitiveness is the 





supreme virtue, we are merely preparing him for an adult 
society in which strife between class and class, nation 
and nation, will be perpetuated, and we shall never be 
free of the threat of destruction (which will one day 
become more than a mere threat) from our scientific 
knowledge. An approach other than that of competition 
will have to be explored, or we are all in fora jolt. I think 
it is time we paused and thought the whole issue over. 
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OUR FIFTEENTH BIRTHDAY 


Mr. John A.K. Martyn 
October 21, 1950 | Issue No. 352 


A celebration of fifteen years of The Doon School. 


Registered No. 895. 
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Saturday 21st Oct. 1950 





Imost exactly fifteen years ago, on Oct. 27th, 1935, the Viceroy of that day, 

Lord Willingdon presided at the first Founder's Day. The first batch of boys 

rrived on September oth and for six weeks the masters had been settling 

down to their new tasks of teaching them, tasks not made easier by the fact that no 
text books had arrived. No boys were over 12 and so there were no prefects. Nor 
were the toye rooms built so that homework was done in what are now the upstairs 
bedrooms of Hyderabad and Kashmir Houses. I seldom ate a supper without having 
to emerge in the middle to quell a riot. Тһеге was no Open Air Theatre and speeches 
were held where the tennis courts are now. Sir Frank Noyce, Chairman of the Board 
of Governors, asked Lord Willingdon to declare the school open and after Lord 
Willingdon had spoken, Mr. Foot explained the objects of the school. There was 


then a mass PT. display on the main field, with Jungsher's uncle as leader. In 1936 
Founder's Day, Oct. 26th and presided over by Sir Henry Harry, Governor of the U.P. 
On that occasion all the guests were crowded into the Assembly Hall. In 1937 on 
Nov. 7th Sir Jagdish Prasad presided over a function held to the north of the school 
building. That was the year of the Pageant of the Doon. When Sir Joseph Bhore 
presided on Nov. 4th, 1938 the site was the East End of the main building. In 1939 
Founder's Day was postponed because of diphtheria quarantine and was eventually 
held on March 10th, 1940 in Jaipur House courtyard, with Sir У. P. Krishnamacharia 
in the Chair. The Open Air Theatre was first used oth, 1941 when Sir Ramaswami 
Mudaliar presided. After that Founder's Days were discontinued until 1947. 
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THE SCHOOL HOSPITAL 


Khalid Baig (86 H, 1961) 
May 21, 1961 | Issue No. 671 


An investigation into the various perspectives on the School Hospital. 


he Doon School Hospital, for some, is a 

| ‘concentration camp’ and for others, a place 
where one can save oneself from the trouble of 

doing a mid-term test and get oneself out of hot water. 
The entrance into this ‘prison’ is simple, all you have 
to say is that you have got a stomach ache and look 
very ill- the latter is simple enough if you know how to 
act. But if you ‘go’ to the hospital, take my advice and 
don’t say that you have got a stomach ache, because 
then you will get ‘castor oil’ and a light diet and that is 
punishment by itself. Another sure way of getting in is 








by having fever. Fever can be developed by putting a 
piece of blotting paper under one’s feet or perhaps a 
long unattended cold. 

Then comes the so called entrance examination 
which one has to have. A thermometer is thrust between 
your teeth and your pulse rate is impatiently counted. 
The examination thus over-the-results are as follows: if 





the individual fails to have any temperature, he is sent 
out double quick with a dose of mixture which is by no 
means a mild punishment. If he has temperature, he is 
sent promptly to bed with the words- “Why didn’t you 
come before and have your cold treated?" or “I hope 
you won’t get pneumonia and die!” or “I see that you 
have been to war your head again...” or “I think I will 
report you to the Headmaster for gross disobedience.” 
Thus one enters the hospital. 

Then comes the onrush of medicines, first pills 
and capsules of all colours, sizes and shapes, and then 
mixtures which make you think you will surely die in 
the next few minutes. After sleeping and dreaming (in 
vain) of good food, one is woken up with the word 
“breakfast”. If the unfortunate thinks that he will get 
a lavish meal, he is in for a disappointment because all 
he is going to get is ‘cocoa’. But he can imagine he is 
having a four course meal by having hot cocoa, warm 
cocoa, cool cocoa and more cocoa. 


Then comes the Sister, taking temperatures again, 


Drawn by Dhruv Pais (353 O, 2018) 


and avery delicate question is asked: “Have your bowels 
opened?" (Quotation). This question is double dutch 





to some. I was a witness to one case when a comrade in 
misery, a sardar, interpreted ‘bowels’ for ‘bal’ (hair) and 
said that no, he had combed them thrice; and has some 
meaning to others, who say “Yes, Sister,” even though 
this may be untrue in the fear of getting anaemia. 

Then comes the doctor with his train of followers. 
He starts off (in every case) with the words (in a gruff 
voice) "What is the matter with you?" or “Feeling 
better" and after the Sisters have had a brief 'council 
of war’, the doctor prods around the anatomy with his 
ice cold stethoscope, followed by a metal piece which 
is forced down the gullet and a long torch-like object 
thrust down your throat’s contours so that the doctor 
can explore the nooks and crannies of your throat. The 
come the fateful words: “I think you need an injection.” 
These words are as good as a judge pronouncing a 
death sentence. This is only half the ordeal. 

Then comes Mr Channa waving the injection syringe 
jubilantly above his head (testing it, of course, to 
show you how well it works) and screaming “roll up 
your sleeves; quickly- hurry up” (this is said mostly in 
Hindi). Then the jab, a blood curdling scream from the 
condemned patient, and silence (the patient has almost 
fainted). Mr Channa walks back, triumphantly holding 
an empty syringe, after enjoying a good game of darts 





(the boys arm being the board and the needle being the 
dart). Food shortage on recovery is acute—Boys on full 
diet throwing food to boys on liquid diet, who in turn 
gobble it tip as if they haven't eaten for months. Then 
come full diet and wild games with Sister screaming 


|? 


"stop that noise!” or ^who's shouting there?". As soon 





as one has fully, or almost completely recovered, one 
is discharged much to the joy of the jubilant hospital 
staff. The boy (not unfortunate now) leaves with a 
triumphant yell. 
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SOME THOUGHTS ОМ 
WHAT MAKES A GOOD 
SCHOOLMASTER 


Mr. John A.K. Martyn 
September 30, 1961 | Issue No. 710 


have been asked to write a few words 
on the topic. I do not for one moment 
imagine that I can provide а simple 
answer to the question-except the simplest 
of all—"personality". Often in the memoirs of 





Englishmen of Eminence there are references 
to schoolmasters who have influenced them 
in public schools. For some reason this seems 
particularly frequent in the case of the old 
Etonians and it is indeed possible that the 
Eton staff always contain more remarkable 
personalities than the staff of any other 





school. These references to the influential 
schoolmasters give little guide to what makes a 
good schoolmaster, forthe men who have made 
a deep impressions on their pupils have been of 
a great variety of types. And many of the ones 





The marks of a good teacher. 


literary trends. This applies most of course to 
language teachers. The next characteristic I 
feel like mentioning is an interest in open air 
life: but I realise that not everyone would give 
it importance. I was born and brought up in 
the Pennines, nourished on Wordsworth, so 
that I have a deep conviction that boys should 
learn to love the open air. Hence it follows for 
me that interest in mountaineering, shooting, 
fishing or atrekking is desirable. Interest in Art 
or Music should exist in some members of the 
staff but these are rather specialised affairs 
and it would be absurd to expect an interest in 
them from everyone. Similarly some masters 
should be interested in mechanical hobbies. 
They are, however, less obviously linked with 
the development of the right outlook than 





that are especially remembered have had some 
form of eccentricity. The eccentricity may only 
have served to make them memorable without 
actually adding to their value as schoolmaster, 
although it is not impossible that it actually 
added to their value for eccentricity is a mark 
of personality. But I would never encourage 
the conscious cultivation of eccentricity. I will 
now suggest a few characteristics of a good 
schoolmaster and perhaps some readers of the 
Weekly would like to comment. 

Obviously a good schoolmaster should be 
able to teach: he should know his subject and 
have the capacity of arousing the interest in 
his pupils and in making them think. To teach 
boys and to think important is not easy. In a 
residential school one also wants schoolmasters 
who are good at games because games are in 
the organisation next in importance to studies. 
Few schools can afford specialist games 
coaches, and also if a master plays games it 
will be easier for him to form contacts with 
the boys. It is desirable in any school that boys 
should acquire the habit of reading, for few 
things expand a person's horizon more than the 
reading of good books. Hence a schoolmaster 





should if possible be well-read and, if possible, 
constantly keeping in touch with the latest 


either the habit of reading or a love of the open 
air or enjoyment in games. 

I have a feeling that what I have been saying 
gets nowhere near the heart of the matter. 
There is, I remember, an interesting passage in 
Verrier Elwin’s Philosophy for NEFA in which 
he discusses what qualities make good district 
officer. Unfortunately any copy seems to have 
been “borrowed”. As I remember it, he deals 
with the importance of being impartial, of being 
sympathetic and of being natural, all of this 
would apply equally to schoolmasters. But when 
I have said all I can think of saying, there remain 
several unsolved problems. Is the schoolmaster 





who has the best long term influence the one 
who is rather fierce and dominating or the one 
who is more understanding and sympathetic? 
Is he the person who closely identifies himself 
with the activities of the School or the person 
who has intense and individual interests of his 
own? I do not think there is any clear answer to 
these questions. As I said in my first paragraph, 
schoolmasters who have made their mark have 
been of very different types. It would obviously 
be very dull for everyone if they were all of the 
same mould and exactly like each other. 
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Down: А caricature of a Master in School at the time by 
Nalin Nirula (156 К, 1967). 
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ТОУЕ TIME 


Rajiv Gosain (832 HA, 1981) 
November 20, 1976 | Issue No. 1184 


A dark sullen abode of study, 

Through its boy-drilled holes one talks to his buddy. 
And looks down on his trouser folds so muddy. 
He then stares down upon meaningless books, 

And casts upon them the dirtiest of looks. 
Then watching a bug crawling up the wall nook 








He curses the day when he were born. 


For he has now learnt to treat his books with scorn. 


For him toye-time is a foolish norm. 
Ве curses the masters аа, 


Ро the homework ог else the сапе. 


He wishes that during the next P.T., it may rain. 
And starts the mystery of book cricket to unveil 


Laying all his odds on David Steele. 


Then he watches the hazards of mosquitoes having a 


meal 


His mind drifts to the blessed sanctuary of bed, 





ІСІ Шеш Ше Sees) teta. 
He has got a rebuke from his toye-in-charge 
But his mischief in toye is still at large. 
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А DAY IN THE LIFE OF А 


РОЗСО 


Bipul Bahadur Singh (3 KB, 1984) 
March 5, 1977 | Issue No. 1190 


"Oh! Come on, get up Mansukhani" I shouted. 
"Second bell has rung:” Mansukhani slept in the next 
room and at that moment he was cramming the 
"Hickery Dickery Dock" which he was going to recite 
the following night. Mansukhani had forgotten about 
the rounds on second bell. 





We got up and ran to Gwagie's bed, reported, and 
did two rounds of the main field. After we had done 
the rounds Mansukhani said his toes were frostbitten. 
I shouted at him. "Forget your damn toes, what about 
chotes?" Mr. Walia was a man to give tea without 
Sugar. 

"Shorties out there, run up" shouted Chawla. "Can't 
you hear the bell?” We did Р.Т. quite well but it was 
really too cold. Chawla told us that the РТ. was better 
but not up to the mark. 

We ran up to the house and changed as the first bell 
rang. We had our books which we always collected 
the night before. 

Mr. Blank had us in the first school. He likes goofing 
up children so while asking questions he twisted his 
hands about but the chap he asked first answered in a 
fraction of a second so he was put off. 


An average day in the life of a Dosco. 


In the second school we had Mr. Varma in his class 
we learned about the Bunsen burner. 

We had our breakfast now and enjoyed it as usual. 
The H.M. checked the J house boys during assembly. 
The next two schools passed by quickly without our 
doing much work. In the last school I was messing up 
my painting and I got a ticking off. In the end of his 
school he gave me a picture post card. 

Lunch wasn't worth eating for the chapatis were 
too oily and the vegetable smelt bad while the daal 
wasn't mixed with water properly. The rest hour 
was quite boring. After rest hour we played cricket. I 
scored three consecutive fours, one two and a single 
on Pankaj Seth's balls. Poor chap couldn't avenge 
himself for he was bowled on the first ball. 

For tea we had laddu and a bun. After tea I came to 
the toye and finished my homework. 

At six the bath bell rung. I had a cool bath by ten 
to seven, changed and went for dinner. For dinner 
I didnt have anything for I was full. Toye time was 
passed doing nothing. At nine I went to bed. This is 
how I spent my first Wednesday in school. 
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An interpretation of the smartest kid in Chemistry Class. Drawn by Amitabh Raizada (222 г, 2222) т 1985) 


THE DOON SCHOOL GLOSSARY 


Devavrat Purohit (768 J, 1979) 


September 17, 1977 | Issue No. 1207 


A collection of the most commonly used Dosco Lingo. 


Ghanta — interjection - Generally referring to a ‘complete loss’. Derivation— Hindi, 


meaning a decrease. 


Vella — noun - А person who couldn't care less. Derivation— Punjabi, an idle person. 


Phattu - adj. - It generally refers to a person who has braces and buck teeth. 


Derivation- unknown. 


Pip-pip - It can either be used as a greeting ora word of farewell. Derivation (1)-English 


Bertie Wooster. (P.G. Wodehouse). (2) Aditya Rana. Also now used to describe him. 


Chick - adj. - It refers to a boy or girl who is very cute or an extremely agile sportsman. 


Derivation-English, a chick from a hen, is very cute. 


High Society - noun - It refers to the school prefects, who are а cut above the other 
boys, because they are allowed to wear white trousers for classes. Also those allowed 


to sit on the balcony (1.е. above others) Derivation- unknown. 





Sophisties - noun- Тһе boys in School who take themselves to be a cut above the 


others e.g. (names withheld). Derivation-English, sophisticated. 


Veghas - noun - Students from Welham Girls High School. (Think themselves to be 


‘High Society sophisties’). Derivation-Hindi, on their blazer badge is written- Я 9 6? 


Bullet Proofs - noun - Тһе special name given for the chapatis of the school dining 
hall. (They were tested by the rifle club and the .22 bullets rebounded back with 
double the velocity). Derivation-English, the spy chasers wear bullet proof vests, 


reinforced by The Doon School Chapatis. 


Pajars - noun - It is a classification for a joke. It means an extremely poor and sick 


joke. Derivation- A poor joke was a PJ. and this soon became pajar. 


Pathjar - noun - It means the same thing as pajar and is only a modification of it. 


Frash - adj. - Maintaining sang froid. Also used to describe a novel idea. Derivation 


-English, fresh. 


Russians - noun - 'The students of a local institution. Derivation- When they were 


marching up for the match a spectator spoke up "The Russians are coming." 


Phutto - verb - It means to bear it. Vamoose, get Iost. Derivative- Hindi, Phutto which 


means to blow up. 


Joxed - adj. - A mixture of foxed and goofed, which means confused. 








А LONG AND HONOURED CAREER 


SOCIALS IN THE DOON 
SCHOOL 


Shruti Goyal and Nandita Puri (607 TB, 1979) 


A script for Socials Night at School. 


Act I Scene 1- 9 o'clock at night 

(A figure (Sluggo) is seen waltzing at might оп the tennis 
courts, with a pillow clasped tight. AD taking nightly 
constitutional comes across the dancer.) 

AD: What ho! Not yet at rest boy? 

(No answer, enter Philip) 

How do you account for this? 

Philip: Yon wench cometh on the morrow. There shall 
be dancing ere the moon rises tomorrow night. 

AD: While over one half the world nature seems dead, 
and sweet dreams visit the curtained sleep. 

This boy practices his nocturnal waltz for the morrow! 
So if the social, 

Could trammel up these happenings, then 

‘twere well it well it were done quickly. 

(Exeunt all led by Student still waltzing) 

Act 1 Scene 2— The Auditorium 

Juniors come carrying potted plants). 

V. Garg: (Kneeling and lifting his hands towards heaven) 
Come, sealing night. 

Scarf up the eye of pitiful day and let our psychedelic 
lighting shed its romantic ray 

(Exit Garg carrying flood lights) 

(Enter Ashwani Handa) 

AH: The Devil damn thee black thou cream-faced loon. 
Place there those chairs. 

(Aside): Thy dearest cluck shall rest her tender feet here. 
Act 1 Scene 3- 6-30 P.M. 

(A bus rattles in through the gates of the Doon castle. Flourish 





of trumpets. Red carpet laid out. Boys standing at the door). 
Philip: Welcome, welcome all! 

Welham Girl (Chippie): See, see ladies, our honour’d 
hosts. 

That love that follows us sometimes is our trouble 
which still we thank as love. 

Khosi: All our services, in every point twice done were 
poor and single business. 

To contend against. 

Those languishing looks. 

Thou bestoweth upon us. 

W. Girl: This hall hath a pleasant seat. 

Girl 2: And heavens breath smells wooingly here (glaring 
at Khost). 

(Khosi blushing and disgracing the boys who are trying to 
look bold). 

Girl 3: Methinks I smell Arabian Brut too. 


April 29, 1978 | Issue No. 1228 


Girl 4: So do I observe the air is delicate wish Old Spice! 
(Everyone enters the dimly lit hall) 

K. (W. girl): Darkness doth the interior of the auditorium 
entomb when living light should kiss it. 

(Complaining) A light ! A light! 

Vivek Garg: (despairingly) My genius is rebuked. 

Act I— Scene IV 

(A corner of the auditorium 

Two boys standing close together talking) 

A. Bhargava: Your face my thane is a book where ladies 
may read gave matters. Bear courage in your eye and 
look like the conquering hero! 

P. Singh: (Shivering) A lock! I am afraid to ask. 

In case I'm refused. 

The attempt and not the deed confound me. 

A. Bhargava: Nor time ear nice did then adhere and yet 





you would make both they have made themselves and 
then fitness now doth unmake you. No no, screw your 
courage to the sticking place and you shall not fail. 

Act 1 -Scene 5 

(An hour has passed and they have become more confined. 
Snatches of conversation can be heard. Gautam Bose 
dancing with a girl. Mukul Shushan comes and taps him). 
Boys: Tap! Tap! Tap! Never at quiet! Who’s there in the 
other devil’s name? 

Mukul: A friend. 

Boys: Aroint thee, Avaunt quit my sight, you whey-faced, 
lily livered yokel. Can you not see that she is mine? 
(Dosco dame and D. Purohit) 

Purohit: Whither shall I fly (looks around wildly) I am 
surrounded! 

Dosco Dame: They be not dragons so, lord sleek over 
your rugged looks be bright and jovial among the ladies 
tonight. 

Purohit: Bless you fair dame. 

For good sound advice! 

(He went on to become the Romeo of the evening. Suddenly 
the lights go off. Instead of commotion there is pin drop 
silence. While the master is frantically trying to produce 
some light. One boy whispers to another excitedly.) 

Boy: He hath done the deed dithdst thou not hear a 
поїѕе? 





Another: My mind he has mated and amazed my senses: 
I think but dare not speak. Since it be dark we cannot 
enquire into the matter. 
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WHY | DON'T LIKE WRITING 
FOR THE WEEKLY 


Nithesh Seth (128 HB, 1990) 
September 10, 1985 | Issue No. 1457 


A justification for what the title implies. 


he line above states what I want to say. I dislike writing for 

| the Weekly. It is a big pain which many times goes waste. 
Half the boys don't read the article unless it is a funny 

poem or something like that. Not only that; when I'm asked to 
write something that's (hopefully) going to be read by the whole 
School, it just so happens that I don't know what to write about. 
I might as well have been given a topic, and not those fantastic 
high standard ones which a senior English king is liable to give. 
What do you do now? You don't want to write something stupid 
for the whole school. All one can do is ask one's friends who give 
really good topics and are a big help. The ones that can be of help 


just don't want to be a help. That leaves you to write something 
on your own and you write on something really dumb. When you 
finish you are given an excellent topic to write on by someone 
else that really makes you feel good, I assure you. 

When your article is finally printed the Weekly Editors 
generally say good article, ‘nice going’ but I don't like writing an 
article because it might just be a cheap article - what a silly thing 
to print in the Weekly. People can be encouraging you to know, 
web, either is possible and all one has to do is hope for the best. 





It is a risk and Га prefer neither than the possibility of the worse. 
5o I'd rather not write for the Weekly and I hope I'm not asked to. 
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THE STANDARD OF HINDI IN 
OUR SCHOOL 


Valentina Dikshit (708 KA, 1981) 


February 23, 1980 | Issue No. 1283 


Analysing the relevance of Hindi over English in our daily lives. 


was asked to write this article in English and not in Hindi 
| the very sight of an article written in Hindi puts off 

most of the Doscos and it is discarded without a second 
thought being spared for its enthusiastic motive or matter. 

While most of the articles in English are read and enjoyed one 
sometimes wonders why the Doscos adopt such a nonchalant, 
and to a certain extent contemptuous attitude towards Hindi 
articles and anything in Hindi for that matter. The answer 
probably lies in the fact that most of the boys who come here, 
speak English at home and so they find it a ‘hell of a fag’ to do 
Hindi in School let alone enjoy it. But the mere fact that they 
don't have to know Hindi doesn't mean that they shouldn't know 
it. One notices that when the Doscos leave school, they form a 
group of their own and don’t really mix around. Perhaps a better 
knowledge of Hindi will enable them to communicate better 
with people. 

In my opinion, the first thing to improve the standard of Hindi 
in our school, should be to arouse an interest for the language 
among the boys and this can only be done by making all the 
Hindi activities i.e. the various debates and plays etc. more 
interesting. I have participated in Hindi debates, both inside 


and outside school, and I feel that the outside audience is far 
more encouraging than the Doscos audience. But then, that 
is expected, considering the high fluent language of our inter 
house debates. It is not unusual to see most of the boys dozing 





off during these debates, as the standard of Hindi is too high 
and it “goes right over ‘em. Now if the language of the debates 
was made slightly simpler and the boys made a little effort to 
understand it. I am sure it will seem much more interesting both 
to the audience as well as the participants. The same goes for 
Hindi plays which are seldom enjoyed. Since the boys don't look 
forward to Hindi plays, I think a greater emphasis should be laid 
on selecting them. Quite a few Hindi plays staged in the past 
have not been up to the mark, and this has encouraged the bros 





to ridicule Hindi plays even before witnessing them. If they were 
well chosen and put up, I don’t see any reason why the boys 
won't enjoy them. 

As Hindi is our national language, a lot of stress is being laid 
on a sound knowledge of Hindi in the Indian Government and 





commercial sectors. So it's about time we realised the growing 


importance of Hindi and did something about it. 
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“Т Sketch Your World Exactly as it Goes.” 
These were the words of our first headmaster, Arthur 





Foot. Through them, he sought to inculcate a desire 
within each Dosco to always document the truth in its 





purest form, and to never cease the painstaking task of 
preserving and chronicling our School's history in the 
decades to come. It is for that reason that these words 
strike a chord most with the Weekly; why they adorn the 





first page of every issue we release. More than providing 
engaging, thought-provoking content, it is the Weekly’s 
foremost duty as the School's flagship publication to 
provide an account of Doon's history and progression 
as an institution. Along the way, the Weekly must, and 
has, evolved as well; progressing as a publication and 
transcending the role of a mere reporting column, 
constantly finding innovative methods to perform 
its task. Today, it is both a forum of discussion and a 
medium of entertainment, and amongst some of the 
publication's defining features, perhaps the one which is 
most iconic is the Dosco Doodle. Originally created by a 
Dosco as a way to provide his friends and himself some 
entertainment, the Doodle is now widely recognised as 
being symbolic of the Dosco spirit. Most of us see the 
Doodle as a regular fixture of our issues, appearing on 
the Regulars page, yet most do not know that it too has 
its own history, one that has carved its own placed into 
Doon's Canon. 


While the Weekly has been around more or less since 





School was opened, the Doodle itself entered the picture 
much later. In 1986, Mohit Jayal (527 T, 1987), a member 
of the Editorial Board of the Weekly, created the very first 
Dosco Doodle. The cartoon was drawn by him during 
a toye session as an attempt to stave off his boredom, 
and could've very well remained just that - a recreational 
pastime. Fortunately, his sketch generated interest 
amongst his form-mates, who found the playful yet 
satirical nature of the cartoon highly entertaining. Upon 





their suggestion, he presented the cartoon to the Weekly, 
and the rest, as they say is history. Jayal’s doodles garnered 
praise from all corners of Doon, and soon made frequent 
appearances in the Weekly. Each issue, the doodle would 


revolve around something significant which occurred 


the previous week (much like now), providing its own 





humorous spin on the matter. What made the entire 
concept even more popular was Jayal’s decision to 
use penguins to represent the boys. In choosing to use 
symbolic representations of ideas and themes that boys 
could relate to, he made the cartoons far more attractive 
and unique, essentially providing Doon with something 
in vein with a School mascot. For the next year, Jayal 
would churn out many more cartoons, even drawing 
a special Doodle to commemorate the Weekly’s soth 
Anniversary. At the end of the year however, when Mohit 
Jayal passed out of Doon, he left no certain successor to 
maintain the Doodle, and the penguin seemingly faded 
into obscurity. 

Forthe next fouryears, the Weekly continued publishing 
cartoons, yet these caricatures no longer contained 
penguins, being far more realistic in their nature. By 1991, 
the cartoons had more or less completely stopped, and it 





was only two years later they returned, when the Weekly 
began ‘Doon Views’, a series of caricatures which again 
opted to use human figures and more realistic sketches, 
with even PBR drawing a cartoon at one point. By this 
point, it seemed that the Doodle Jayal had created was 
but a footnote in the Weekly’s history, unable to sustain 
itself without his creative impetus. Fortunately, this 
wasn't the last Doon had seen of the penguin, and in 
1996, Govind Dhar (192 T, 1997) brought back the Dosco 
Doodle, drawing upon Jayal's style whilst adding some 





touches of his own. Reappearing nearly a decade after 
it was originally conceptualised, the Doodle was warmly 


received once more, and it is from this point onwards 





that it seems to have cemented its place as a mainstay 
of the Weekly. Over the next five years, the penguin's 
appearance was constantly altered, with each subsequent 
cartoonist adding his own elements to the design. By 
1998, the penguins had become fatter than they were 
in Jayal's time, and by the turn of the millennium they 
were also rounder. As Doon entered the 21st Century, the 
Weekly's cartoonists began experimenting even further 
with the Doodle, drawing larger more detailed and 
creative cartoons to appeal to a more diverse audience. 
In 2001, the Weekly released their very first coloured 
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Written by Aviral Kumar (5 T, 2021) 
Cartoons by Anant Ganapathy (643 K, 2022) 
and reprints from Mohit Jayal (527 T, 1987) 
and Madhav Dutt (35 К, 2014) 
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issue, which included coloured Doodles as well. Within 
the next two years, the penguin had once again undergone 
a makeover, becoming shorter, and the Weekly’s 
cartoonists had published the first "Term Gone Ву’ - A 
page-covering, highly detailed cartoon which displayed 
the events of an entire term in one eye-popping doodle. 
Since then, the “Term Gone By's have also become а 
recurring feature, appearing at the halfway mark and 
end of every academic year to commemorate our boys 
for surviving another four months in Chandbagh. Each 
‘Term Gone By’ has been unique, with previous designs 


including maps and rollercoasters, and our cartoonists 





strive to outdo themselves every year when they design 
a new one. More significantly, in 2005, after nearly two 
decades of existence, the Dosco Penguin received its 
true validation as a symbol of Doon - with the release of a 


new games shirt, where Jayal’s Penguins were printed on 
the front, with a bold ‘DOSCO” printed on the back. The 
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Doodle had finally become synonymous with the Dosco, 





and with that here we are today. In the last ten years, 
the Weekly has continued to ensure that the quality of 
the Doodle is always upheld, and just as all its previous 
members intended, it continues to innovate, inspire, 
and entertain. Fortunately, exceptional cartoonists such 
as Dhruv Pais and Madhav Dutt emerged over the last 
decade, ably filling the void left by people such as Dhar 
or Jayal. Each of them left an indelible mark on the 
evolution of the Penguin, producing some of the finest 
doodles the School has seen. Even today, our Board is 
served by a talented troupe of cartoonists, with Anant 
Ganapathy and Pratham Bansal, the latter drawing this 
year's Term Gone By, consistently producing cartoons 
that can be measured against the famed works of their 
predecessors. 
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The evolution of every quintessential prefect. 


In most publications, we usually tend to see a cartoon section. After all, a light-hearted, cartoonish caricature can condense and present information in a way which gains 
far more viewership than a long article, the contents of which would have to be meticulously pored over to truly understand. Others might not have the time to read such 
a piece, and for them a cartoon is a far more attractive alternative to gain a sense of what’s been happening. The Dosco Doodle has naturally gained acclaim for all these 





reasons, in addition to the occasional humour present within, but look beyond this, and the true appeal of the Doodle is revealed. The Dosco Doodle has given generation 
after generation of Doscos an opportunity to represent themselves as they see fit. There are many traditions and symbols which distinguish a Dosco - PT, House Spirit, 





our Lamp and much more, yet even amongst these, the Penguin stands apart. It is a tradition which was conceived by and continues to be built upon by the boys, and that 





is its distinction. Not maintained by a higher authority or codified in our School’s Laws, the Doodle has existed by the sheer desire of our boys to preserve it and see its 
continuation, to see it come out every Saturday morning to bring a smile to the faces of our boys, and to poke fun at them along the way. 
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AND THE MOST 
COMMON OF ALL... 
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In the time that it has existed, the Dosco Doodle and Penguin has undergone many phases of existence - from the messy sketches of a bored Dosco, to the School's very 
own mascot, it has come far indeed. To date, whenever someone decides to do something great or foolish in Chandbagh, the Doodle and its cartoonists are there, ready to 
draw and ink once more so that the moment is forever preserved in the pages of the Weekly. Тһе job of the Weekly is to chronicle, and the Doodle does that the way young 
boys should - having fun and cracking jokes while they're at it. In that regard, it has made itself an essential component of our publication, providing the humour and comic 
relief to counterbalance the analytical and reflective tones of our other pieces. To honour the Doodle, we were provided with a gorgeous cartoon which forms the Section 
Breaker of this article. Drawn by none other than Mohit Jayal, it shows how he came up with the idea for the Penguin. Having written plenty about the Doodle, we thought 


it fitting to display a caricature by the very man who created it, and by doing so, we have finally come full circle. 
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Cartoonists find their way into every nook and cranny of School to capture the perfect moment. 
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To conclude, we hope that Old Boys and Doscos alike have enjoyed the countless cartoons which were drawn 


in the past, and continue to enjoy the countless ones we shall publish in the future. Hopefully, we continue to 
do justice to Mr. Foot's words, and sketch our world, exactly as it goes. 
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Below: Mr. Sandeep Dutt in conversation with a team from the Weekly. 
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An interview with Mr. Sandeep Dutt, an Old Boy, and the head of the English Book Depot. 


The English Book Depot and the Weekly have worked together for over three decades. 


The Doon School Weekly (DSW): How long has the 
English Book Depot worked with the Weekly? 

Mr. Sandeep Dutt (SDT): It was around the School’s 
Golden Jubilee. Sushank Veera was manager of the 
Weekly, and he brought the Weekly here. We have been 
printing the Weekly for more than three decades. 

DSW: Is The English Book Depot a family business? 
SDT: Yes, my grandfather founded it in 1923 in a quiet, 





new town known as Ferozepur on India’s border. Over 
the years, due to upheaval and distress in the border 
area, business stagnated. We started looking for a 
new, alternate venue, god forbid we had to run, and 
identified Dehradun as a possible home in 1948. Soon 
after partition, when the Indian Military Academy 
opened, this turned out to be a great location to set up 
a bookstore because historically, English books were 
read largely by the English in India. They left behind a 
legacy and today, we possibly consume more English 
than they do. Bookshops prior to partitioned India 
were essentially opened in cantonments so Britishers 
and officers could buy books. As Dehradun had a 
healthy cantonment and the Indian Military Academy, 
there was much opportunity and that was the incentive 
for my grandfather and his army of sons (My father had 





nine siblings) to shift to Dehradun. Likewise, we also 
made an attempt to open an English Book Depot in 
Pune. It’s still there but it discontinued the selling of 
books. It stocks gifts and greetings now. In Dehradun, 
we have nearly completed a century of the English 
Book Depot. 

DSW: While a lot of publications have been coming up in 
School, print media has been dying out. What are your 
views on this? 





SDT: I agree with you. Why? Because we've become the 
cut and paste generation. And deep thought is tough, 
that's one reason there is so much information and 
knowledge available. The charm of writing is going as 
whatever you think of has already been written down 
somewhere. Whenever I have a challenge that I have to 
solve, I just find something to read and get the solution 
from there. In my years from the 1980's to 905 I have 
never had anyone teach me. I have always searched for 
the answer, read it and found my way out in becoming 
IT literate. Today I can assemble a computer, and 
although I can't write a program, I can find whatever 
I want very easily, by using the net. What I mean is 
this: there is so much information today, so there is a 
low attention span on one hand, and an information 
overload on the other. There is shallow journalism 
happening, and the reason for that is the cost of media 
business, which has gone up, leading to cost cutting in 
research, and in-depth thought is the casualty. 

DSW: What do you think of the current manner of Indian 
education in terms of deep thinking and the appreciation 
of news? 

SDT: What is happening is that in the current print 
media cycle, the feature is dead; you don't get any 
feature pages now. You don't get any of the editorial 
pages; you just about get a small widely spaced editorial 
column, since they are difficult to write, so maybe 
instead of putting an editorial column they could 
put some graphics out there. That may be of getting 


a way of new thought. According to me, graphics can 
encourage you to think more, because writing is not a 
very comprehensive way of communication, so when 
you look at your five senses, although you cannot 
communicate with taste, you can communicate with 
touch and sound, and with sight, and when you use 
a combination of these, then only can you get a five 
sensory perception of writing and reading. Now, to 
have that kind of visualisation takes a while and the 
challenge today in the education system today is that 
it doesn't let you visualise and think, it just makes you 
process information, and that perhaps is the change 
that has happened in the past 35 years. That is the 
change that has happened in the scores of exams, 
where you are only concerned about the output. We 
were not really concerned about how to prepare for 
the trials and the exams- we would play hockey until 





five minutes before the bell rang for the exam! The 
freedom of thought is getting stifled, and that is the 
biggest problem today. If the freedom of thought gets 
stifled, writing will suffer; everything will suffer. 

DSW: Because of today's paradigm, what place do you 
think a journal that speaks about the school should have 
in any school? 

SDT: One important thing that I find happening in 
the Weekly today is that it is speaking less about what 
is happening in School and is giving more opinions, 
and I think you need to correct this. This is because, 
according to me, the Weekly is not just a feature; it is 
a platform that connects my life to School. What one 
sees in the Weekly today is that in our quest to become 
a reading kind of Weekly, we are perhaps not talking 
about what school life is. In one of the 'Letters to the 
Editor, it was very straightforward and it said that the 
Weekly is speaking more about Virgos and less about 
the information we want to know about the school, 
like you don't have commentary on the cricket match, 
you don't have art school drawings that students have 
drawn, so that you know the Weekly really encompassed 
a gamut of social and culture what was happening on 
the campus. You should really focus on capturing 
things like that that connect us to the School even after 
decades have passed. I would happily read an article 
about what aero-modeling is like now, and how it is 
compared to what it was like in my time at School. 
something like that needs to be done to connect the 
Weekly more to reality, rather than what is happening 
outside School. 

DSW: We're going to come out with the 2500 issue 
of the Weekly. We believe that this is a milestone worth 
celebrating, but what do you think there is to celebrate? 
SDT: I think it celebrates every editor of the Weekly 
who has gone by. Because I think that they are the 





only hope left in the world. I wish every School could 
have editors go by the Weekly, because that is what will 
change the Indian education system, and the passion 
of keeping the Weekly alive on the life and blood of 
boys on the Editorial Board is what keeps it alive and 
that is what makes it interesting. We celebrate the boys 
who, despite having undone homework and undone 
practice, and undone everything, still does Weekly 
work. 
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An interview with some of the employees at the English Book Depot. 


The Doon School Weekly (DSW): What have you learnt 
in your time here and what changes have you seen in your 
time here? 

B.J. Prakash Rawat: I have learnt a lot here about 
books and printing. Earlier, everything was typed, or 
letterpress was used. In letterpress, we had to compose 
the publication ourselves by placing alphabets on a 
board and pages were printed off that. It took a lot of 
time and effort, as we needed two days to complete 
one page! Now, with modern technology, it is much 
easier. The labour needed now is much lesser. Also, 





with the emergence of computers, we get it readymade 
by you. Thus, the work, which needed two days to be 


completed, is now done in half an hour. 


DSW: You have been working here for about 25 years 
now. Can you tell us a bit about the other changes you 
have seen in this building of the English Book Depot? 

Nanak Chand: A lot has changed here. This place 
used to be a printing warehouse earlier, and was then 
converted to a bookshop and the printing facility 
was moved behind. Also, the bookshelves used to be 
very tall, and one had to use a weak ladder to climb. 
However, the ceiling was later lowered, and now we 


have a much more convenient layout. 


Above: B.G. Prakash and Nanak Chand, two employees 
at EBD. 


Mr. Prakash and Му. Chand work at the printing press of 
the English Book Depot. Every Saturday, either of the two 
come to School to collect the Weekly for print. 
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From left to right: Sneha Lutta Dutt, Sandeep 
Dutt, BJ. Prakash Rawat, Nanak Chand, 
Javed Zaidi and Vimal Joshi 
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hile I was a student at Doon, I always 

questioned what made Doon a unique and 

brilliant institution, and always came up 
short. Thereis nothing brilliant or spectacular about the 
students who walk into Chandbagh. I know, I was one of 
them. Yet, we as Doscos always claim to be a privileged 
lot, dropping the ‘Doon’ name in polite conversation, 
smirking inside at people's shock and awe. This article 
tries to define what makes Doon, Doon. 

I firmly believe Doon's foundation is made by the 
great masters it attracts. Having such minds on campus 
to mould and guide students through their formative 
years is perhaps the greatest gift an institution can 
give. Were it not for the teachers I had, would I ever 
have learned music, or played sport or even begun to 
think critically? It is the thankless hours masters spend 
every day in service that differentiates us. Very rarely 
do we find such deeply invested interest in students 





elsewhere in the Indian education system. Doscos 
must be proud of this heritage and respect it. It comes 
as no surprise that so many house masters make the 
jump to headmasters of institutions all over South East 
Asia. This is a testament to the quality of education a 
Dosco has access too. My life has forever been touched 
and moulded by them and I, for one, will be eternally 
grateful. 





In my experience, while the masters make the 
foundation, the leadership forms a forward-thinking 
backbone. Cherry picked, each headmaster I have 
interacted with has imparted an advancing vision while 
continuing the traditions of the past. Here, the Board 
of Governors and the DSOBS and their vision must 
also be given credit. Today, eight years after leaving 





School, I can see the benefits of the work done by the 
headmasters' vision in my time, and I am sure this will 
be the case in the future too. 

The meritocratic society (which I despised at 
School) truly defines a Dosco. The drive to achieve and 
make a name for yourself within a common six-year 
journey from D Form to Sc Form, teaches one about 
‘real’ life. It creates a common bond and legacy with 
all those who came before and those who will come 
after. This tie that connects all Doscos is a privilege and 
forms the body of the institution. A Dosco is taught he 
is nothing without his peers, and realises soon after 
leaving the gates of Chandbagh, that he is not alone. 

These, together with the opportunities and 





experiences that are available to each student, are what 





I believe define Doon, and at I sincerely hope these 


traditions continue. 


Left: Тһе Rose Bowl on an early Spring Evening. 


FOOTPRINTS! 


Mr. Manu Mehrotra 


Recounting the life-changing experiences he has 


had in mid-terms and expeditions. 


“Sir, you'll be okay. I will walk ahead of you. You step 
on my footprints in the snow,” said a student during 
my descent from Jogin 3, my first climbing expedition. 
I will never forget that help. My student led me to 
comfort and safety - a job that normally masters are 
expected to do. I think adventure activities in School 
are one of those in which both masters and boys do 
exactly the same thing. We are vulnerable and our 
limitations and strengths are for everyone to see and 
I think that helps us to share a magical relationship 
with each other. 

My first innings in Doon began on February 27, 
2001, with never having set foot on any hill, let alone 
a mountain. After joining, I realised that I have to 
accompany boys on something called ‘mid-terms’. 
Hitherto for me this term was used for examinations 
that take place in the middle of the term. The Doon 
School, of course, had given another meaning to this 
word. 

For someone who never set foot on a hill, my 
first midterm (un)fortunately was with seasoned 
trekkers - both masters and boys - to Har Ki Doon, 
a destination that I crossed many times after that 
for our annual mountaineering expeditions. I had a 
childlike feeling of excitement and nervousness and 
upon my return I realised how enriching these treks 
are with the boys. From then I have always looked 
forward to these mid-term breaks. 

I wanted to take my spirit of adventure a notch 
up and got an opportunity to go for an annual 


mountaineering to Jogin 3. I must thank Dr. Shukla 
for having given me this opportunity and from 
thereon many more. It was this expedition to Jogin 3 








that I remember the most. I had varied experiences 
in that expedition. Our first camp had a rock fall! I 
was sitting in the kitchen chatting with the cooks 
and I heard Dr. Shukla shouting “rock fall - get out of 
your tents and run for cover”, Iran out of the kitchen 
tent. After the rock fall was over, I realised that I was 
running with the pressure cooker in my hands! 

I had never set foot on snow nor had I seen it in 
real life and so was keenly looking forward to it. By 
the end of one week and the expedition, I saw too 





much of it! I came back rejuvenated and wanting to 
do all the possible mountaineering related courses 
offered by NIM! That of course never happened. But 
something more did happen when school decided 
to offer Manali to Leh cycling expedition and the 
Thar Desert trek and I was fortunate to accompany 
boys for those as well. Whether it is the struggle on 
your cycle at over 17,000 feet or the struggle to walk 





on sand, it is an experience that teaches you a lot 
about yourself and something about the boys you 
accompany and together what we achieve is long 





remembered. 

I added adventure to my life in more ways than 
one when І joined Doon and it has been a super 
journey for me. I urge the boys and masters to be a 





part of such experiences at least once during their 
life here at school. 
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Below: Mr. Mehrotra posing to the backdrop of 
the peak. 
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Left: Mr. Mehrotra catching his breath as the 
students enjoy Coca Colas after a long trek. 


| ж ' Above: Mr. Pankaj Joshi, Mr. Manu Mehrotra 
“айы | and Dr. Arvindanabha Shukla battling the fierce 
I | қ cold with a hot drink. 
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The Founder of The Doon School, S.R. Das. 
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re you giving your children a good education? 
Im not talking about Physics or Maths 
r the obsolescence of the entire system of 
education in India. I'm talking about values, morals, 
principles and the lesson of life. 

The issue about expensive sneakers. “Blown out of 
proportion.", “Who gives а damn*?", “Why make such а 
big issue about nothing?" we say. The controversy rages 
on. What disturbs me most is not the controversy itself, 
but the fact that we have placed so much importance 
on it. 

Since when have the primary concerns of the Doon 
School boy become ‘cool’ shoes, imported clothes, 
fancy equipment, cutting everything, from Assembly to 
breaking bounds? 

Whatever happened to the love of nature and the 
great outdoors, simplicity and helpfulness? 

I really don't know. 

Who is at fault? The parents? The School? Society? 





EDITORIAL 


October 17, 1992 | Issue No. 1662 


A vision for true education. 


Again, the most important issue at hand is not whose 
fault it is, but what we are doing about it. 

We know that values changed drastically some 
years ago. The senior boys flaunted it, the junior boys 
followed. When they became senior, their juniors 
followed them. We don't know when this cycle was set 
into motion; what we do know is that no one has cared 
or is caring enough to break out of it. 

Does it really matter if your boy has to wear Power 





shoes and not Reebok Pumps when he doesn’t even lift 
a finger to do any community service? Do you have to 
give him Rs. 12,000 per term as spending money when 
he is wrecking one of the main pillars on which the 
School was founded— simplicity? Do you have to load 





him with packaged food-stuff when he goes around 
littering his campus with wrappings which will remain 
there for the next few million years? Do you encourage 
him to show off his imported things? Do you reward him 





when he does everything wrong, knowing that what he 


MY FRIEND 


Karan Lal Mehta (425 JB, 1993) 


March 13, 1993 | Issue No. 1692 


Do you remember the first time we met, 





When teary eyed we greeted each other? 





In an age, seven years past; You'll never forget 
When our friendship was forged, my brother. 
Do you remember the time when we looked in awe 
At the world, our challenges, our seniors? 
Were we strong and resolute through it all, 

Or did we live a life in anguish and of fear? 
Would we have been the same people if 
I had never come here to Doon? 

Was I of help when you needed a lift, 
Because you were, to me, a boon. 

It's a little difficult to grasp the fact 
That in a while we will be apart. 

Will I find a buddy who does not lack 
What you had? In my life, anew I start. 

So when we go our separate ways 
Spare a thought for our days together 
In Chandbagh, my friend, in our days of innocence 


The days I will remember forever. 
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is doing is wrong? Do you give him everything he asks 
for in material terms because his personal qualities are 
not enough to impress his peers? Do you, in doing so, 
actually want to show off yourself; just because you 
have to keep up with the Joneses? 

Do you inculcate all the wrong values in him? Do 





you teach him that the end justifies the means? Do you 
teach him to be materialistic because all you've got to 
offer him is your money? Do you really teach him the 
basic courtesies which every human being should have? 
Do you encourage him to be extravagant, wasteful, 
disrespectful and arrogant? 

"Progress", “The march of time.", “You have to 
change with the passage of time." , "Things were 
different then." you say. 

Times change. 
Values don't. 
Are you really giving your children a good education? 
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ТО THE DOSCOS 


Ms. Harjeet Lally 
August 29, 1998 | Issue No. 1865 


Whenever you shed 
А home-sick tear, 
With oodles of love 
I wipe it clear. 
When in hospital 
You burn with fever, 
Му soothing palm 
Cool your brow 
Your bed-wetting 
And messy big-job trousers 
I look at and 
Puke, reflecting upon 
Such visions in 
My lonesome hours. 
Your muddy, sweaty, 


Raindrenched stale fragrance 
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I count every week. 


While storming at 
The cleaner to keep 
Your dorms and loos 
ӛрісі and span 
I play with and prepare 
My li'l ones 
For the fast forward 
Twenty first century; 
Yet some culture 
And ethical values 


Of life too. 


Even then, am I 
Not a part of Your school community 
To glean 
A time of Welcome 
To new arrivals 
In The Doon School Weekly? 
I scanned the first 
Then scanned and scanned 
The second now 
The third issue!!! 
Heaven... 
Didn't know 
FIVE FEET EIGHT INCHES 
Could pass off 


As inconspicuous! 


Мағат, an inexcusable oversight оп our part. Please do forgive us. - Ed 
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his article does in no way endorse our belief of 

| the supernatural. What follows is a catalogue of 

supposed on-campus ‘spooks’. The authors do not 

lay any claim to the credibility or authenticity of what 

follows. It is up to the reader to make up his mind-fact or 
fiction? 

All of us, at some time or the other, have walked back 
to the House from the Rose Bowl at some unearthly 
hour. Try as we do to stay calm, our walk quickens, 
the hair on the back of our neck rises and we hear the 
dull thump of footsteps behind us. When we look back 
there is no one there. Is it just our imagination-or is 
there something lurking behind the next bush? School 
was built a long time ago. Many people have lived and 
died here. According to some boys, the people who 
ded sume Cit ace 


The most famous ghost is the mashaal-man’. Legend 
has it that an SC-former stayed back in school during 
mid-terms. On his way back to Jaipur House from Tata 





House, he stepped in front of the main building to see 
a tall gaunt figure on the tennis courts, brandishing a 
flaming torch. Thinking it was a chawkidar, he called 
out “Kaun hai?” The figure suddenly headed forward 
and ran towards the boy, its pupil-less eyes illuminated 
by the ghastly glare of the torch. Our hero sprinted 
towards the dining hall with the figure close at his 
heels. The ghostly figure followed him all the way, but 
abruptly vanished outside Mr. Vohra's house. 


Skinners, while taking his last, solitary walk, 
supposedly collapsed and died on the Skinners' field. 


Ше DOIN SC ox ІТ БЕК 52 


Кат Punhani (321 JB, 1985) and Amin Ahmed 


October 21, 2000 | Issue No. 1937 


IN Z 





Every Golden Jubilee his ghost visits Room number 
three- once the Colonel's room - of Jaipur "В". His solar- 
topeed and mustached figure will be seen tapping its 
way around the room, a smile on his chalk white face. 
At the stroke of midnight, he vanishes. We await his 
next visit, don't we, you lucky occupants of room three? 


If you ever happen to pass through the main building 
on the twenty-eighth of September - take a look at the 
bust of Mr. Foot. This is the day he passed away, but his 
soul remains in School. The eyes of the bust will glow 
and flicker for a split second as he looks straight at you. 
Then the gleam is gone. Is it an optical illusion? 


Old Colonel Skinners has another alleged spiritual 
companion- his wife. On cold, crisp winter nights, 
many boys have rushed to his window thinking that 
they heard a pistol shot. Some in Jaipur House swear 
ШЕН ШӘ 00152 СОСО ще (Cale ke t ease Ie ме 
place where Mrs. Skinner lay all night and slowly died 
a bullet in her throat from an unknown assassin. АП 
that accompanies that one eerie shot is a shimmering 
mist that suddenly envelopes the area, as well as an 
overwhelming sensation of fear. A few days after her 
death, a man arrived at the police station, gibbering 
feverishly about disappearing ladies in white, confessed 
to the crime. To this day, no servant or chawkidar will 
go anywhere near the nets. 


As all the budding chemists must have noticed, 
there is a whitewashed grave under a peepul tree next 
to the Chemistry Lab. On full moon nights, a face and 


"A 





two hands materialise out of the flat top of the grave. 
If anyone ventures near the mound of the grave, two 
hands reach out and beckon. "Why"? It is said that this 
is the final resting place of the original owner of the 
estate. 


A few years ago, a chawkidar was murdered by a group 
of dacoits near Colonel Attri's house. His bloodstained 
carcass was hung from the telephone wires overhead. 
The next morning, the body was discovered. Many 
motorists too, driving by on the main road at night, 
stopped to tell us what they saw, a man hanging from 
the wires as they went past. A further examination of 
this spot proves fruitless - but one thing can always be 
found. A few drops of -- well, red fluid spattered the 
ground below. А strange coincidence that it looks like 
оса, 1501 12 


Then there is the ghost of the dressing-gowned 
Housemaster who walks the toyes of Hyderabad house 
after midnight, waking boys who have fallen asleep 
over their books with a ghostly tap. There is the spirit 
of an old bearer who roams the hospital with a moan; 
the unexplained footsteps that echo through Mr. Sumer 





Singh’s house - and a host of other refugees from the 
twilight zone. 

Is school populated by ghosts, spirits, werewolves 
and things that go bump in the night? 


Well, they say seeing is believing - happy ghost 
watching! 








A LONG AND HONOURED CAREER 


EDITORIAL 


February 24, 2001 | Issue No. 1945 
A reality check on the life outside Chandbagh. 


e live within walls; on a beautiful sprawling campus within red brick 
walls. We enter this campus through majestic gates and leave the chaos 





and the dust of the outer world behind. Little do we realise the true 

extent of these walls. They not only cut out dust and chaos; they cut out reality. 

Within our little paradise, we all carve out a niche for ourselves. We live in a 
world of bells, of books and classes, of friends and school food, with our own little 
eccentricities and even our own ‘lingo’. 

Beyond the walls, there exists another world, a world of struggle and survival, of 
which we are blissfully unaware. It is a world of people we cannot and do not want 
to associate with. We cannot relate to them or to their way of life. 





Twice a month, we don our blazers and ties and step out of the gates, beyond the 
red walls. We head for Astley Hall and step into the boundaries of a restaurant which 





insulate us, not unlike the red walls. There we meet up with the same faces, talk the 
same talk, having the same preconceived notions about everything... it takes us no 
time at all to create a miniscule Doon School practically anywhere and everywhere 
we go. We step out and pile into the nearest rickshaw. Beggar children clamour 
around us, thrusting their skinny arms into our faces; we find ourselves wishing that 
rickshaws had windows that we could roll up. Little do we realise that windows 
cannot shut out reality. 


heering is certainly one of the most baffling of all school traditions. I say 





‘baffling’, because ever since I have been here, cheering for the house has 

been done with much zeal and spirit, while cheering for the school has been 
almost non-existent. Though a specific reason for this cannot be pointed out, there 
are certain factors that lead to this happening. 

First of all, most houses make cheering for ‘house-teams’ compulsory. Even if 
they don't, it is considered a social obligation in The Doon School for a boy to sit 
and cheer his house on. In other words, screaming and shouting his lungs out. Doing 
the same for the School is not at all compulsory and hence, it is inevitable that boys 
give their vocal chords a break. 

secondly, the House XI matches for Hockey and Soccer are scheduled to be 
played when no other team of the house is engaged in a match. This means that the 





entire house is free to come and cheer their team on. While a School Team is playing 
its heart out, we are usually involved in some frivolous activity or the other and are 
therefore unable to encourage the team in its efforts. Games such as Soccer, Tennis, 
Table-tennis and Hockey have had this problem from time to time. Basketball and 
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Why do we always wish to escape from reality? We construct walls and barriers to 
insulate ourselves from reality. We form a thousand barriers in our minds according 
to our perception of reality, shutting out the world around us, closing our minds. 

So confined is the Dosco to his micro-environment of the Doon School, that he 





sticks out like a sore thumb elsewhere. With each passing day at school, we distance 
ourselves further from our own soil; we are too ashamed to associate ourselves with 
our own country, our own culture. We all identify with western musicians and their 
golden locks, with Dominos Pizza, with foreign television programmes, and with 
New Year bashes at Times Square, not with our humble, down-to-earth neighbours. 
We have been uprooted from a reality called India. We fail to realise that brick walls 





and grand wrought-iron gates do not confine us; the boundaries we create in our 
minds do. 

The school provides us with ample opportunities to rectify this in the form of 
several very meaningful S.U.P.W. and social service programmes. However, we only 
ridicule these and spend our time and energy in devising ways to get around them, 





destroying the very essence of these programmes. When we do involve ourselves in 
these productive activities, it is often with the motive of obtaining medals and marks. 
In this manner, we continue to live in ivory towers, miles away from reality, though 


only a few steps away. 


CHEERS! 


Nitin Rai (262 J, 2004) 


March 10, 2001 | Issue No. 1947 
A review of the tradition of ‘cheering’. 


Swimming are exceptions because a specific time is set aside to watch these events. 
Perhaps the most important factor influencing our zeal in cheering is the 





difference in the emotion we feel for our school and house. We are certainly more 
interested in watching our respective houses perform. School victories don’t bring 
us the same feeling of pride house victories bring. There is also an element of fear 





when we cheer for our house. A fear that if we don’t make it a point to sit and cheer 
our house on loudly, we will be scrutinised and blamed for lacking ‘house spirit’. A 
change-in-break is the immediate response to our not attending the match. 

There is no obligation to shout when school teams play. Since Masters don’t 
force us and since we don’t have to cheer, we find other ways of spending our time! 
But all said and done, I am sure every Dosco can spend some time appreciating 
what the school’s best are doing in the same way one does for the house. Cheering 
does not necessarily mean stretching your vocal chords to the limit. It simply means 
motivating others to give of their very best. And that is not at all difficult. 

So, the next time you find yourself doing nothing on a bright Sunday morning, 
help cheer the School on! 
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THE WEEKLY DOWN THE YEARS 


Mr. Philip Burrett 


October 26, 2002 | Issue No. 1998 


The Doon School Weekly from 1985 to 2002. 


hen I joined Doon in March "85, the 
Publisher and Manager of the Weekly was 
Arjun Mahey (ех- 477 JA ^74), winner of the 
Bakhle Literature Prize and currently Head of English, 





St. Stephens College, Delhi. Those were the days when 
articles were written on the floor of the room and the 
Chief-Editor would pedal down to the dingy off-set 
printing press in an alley near Capri Cinema. Those 
were also the days when we looked forward to Mohit 
Jayals Dosco penguin. Using his deft strokes, Mohit 
captured the spirit of the week gone by in his regular 
strip. 

Thencame Mr. A.N. Dar- HousemasterHA, Chairman 
of the Games Committee, DEAS in-charge, Soccer in- 
charge - and he managed the Weekly along with all his 
other responsibilities. ‘A.D.’, as he was affectionately 
called, or ‘Lord of the Files’ at times, always looked for 
contribution from the wider community, especially the 
staff. He would sidle up to one at breakfast on Sunday 
and ask in his persuasive baritone for an article and 





before one gulped down what one was chewing in 
order to make an excuse, 'A.D.' had, like the ghost in 
Hamlet, disappeared. "By Monday,” he would shout 
from behind a pillar in the CDH. 

Next came Shashank Vira ( ex- 2 JB '83 and School 
Captain). Shashank took the Weekly into the Computer 
Age. The old Remingtons gave way to the Macintoshes 
and the snazzy laser printers replaced those noisy 
monstrosities. The final sheets were sent to EBD and 


the Weekly had acquired the slick format and type of 
quality that we are familiar with. 

Shashank Vira handed over to Janajit Ray (formerly 
a journalist with The Telegraph who had come to teach 
English at Doon). With Janajit at the helm, the Weekly 
looked more to excite the internal readership - the 





cartoons stung and nobody was spared, not even the 
HM and the Chief-Editor. The paper was now often 
satirical and hard hitting but also carried interesting 
debates on a number of sensitive issues. This was the 
era when The Weekly was very much a boys paper. The 
Doon This Week and Unquotable Quotes were most 
popular. 

Enter Mr. Mountford and things changed. Derek 
held regular meetings, guided the board, removed the 
personal rhetoric which was frowned upon outside. 
The Editorial Board was synonymous with discipline, 
professionalism and commitment, so much so that 
other schools, inspired by The Weekly, dropped in to 
study our systems. The Weekly polls were introduced. 
The articles were balanced, well-edited and even if the 





term ‘boring’ could sometimes be heard on Saturday 





mornings, it was a paper respected outside our four 
walls. 

And now on to us - what can we make of the Weekly 
tradition? Let us hope that we can learn from each other 
and from the eras gone by and take the best of each and 





continue to, as A.E. Foot once said, steer between the 
Scylla of Dullness and the Charybdis of Poor Taste. 


A LONG AND HONOURED CAREER 

















SEHE: SAGA. Or. SKINNERS 


Nachiket Chavchini (586 KA, 2901) - 


May 12, 2001 | Issue №. 1995 


un —Unravelling the-stories. behind ‘Skinners’. 





hile living on Chandbagh, we use the name 

‘Skinners’ frequently and unmindfully. It 

was only in my last term at school that 
I became curious as to why one of our large fields is 
called Skinners. My research revealed to me the life 
of a remarkable family, the Skinners, who have left a 
permanent stamp on Indian military history and on 
The Doon School. 

The saga began with James Skinner. The son of a 
Scotsman and a Rajput woman, James, born in 1778, 
rose to fame as a soldier who showed dauntless valour 
and decisiveness. Because of his mixed blood, he was 
not eligible to join the army of the East India Company. 





Therefore, he joined the forces of the Marathas where 
he proved his military skills and formed a corps of 
irregular cavalry, which soon distinguished itself on 
the battlefield. Later he joined the Mughal armies and 
finally the English. Over the years Skinner’s Horse 
(which was named after its founder) grew into three 





corps and its valiant soldiers secured large territories 





of Northern India for Britain. James is remembered as 
more than just the founder of a renowned regiment, 
he was a man who shot lions, wrote in Persian, and 
was hailed as Sikander Sahib by his men. Even though 
he was decorated with the highest honours, including 
the Order of Bath, James remained modest and 
unassuming throughout his life. 

By the end of his life, James Skinner had acquired 
estates all over north India. In his Dehradun estate, 
which is now a part of Chandbagh, his descendent 
Alexander built a bungalow called Sikandar Hall, which 
was completed by his son Stanley Skinner. I suspect 
that the Housemaster’s lodge of Jaipur House was 
the bungalow that Skinner built. The old bungalow, 
behind Oberoi house, which boys refer to as ‘Elephant 
Shed’ was obviously the place where Skinner kept his 
elephants. Stanley's elephant Rampyari's grave, with a 
very moving epitaph, still stands at Kansrao, inside the 
Rajaji National Park. After Stanley's death in 1922, the 
estate was bought over by the Doon School. 

Reading an old Weekly article titled ‘Ghosts in 
School” there was a mention of Stanley who supposedly 
collapsed while walking on Skinners field. His wife, the 


article says, was killed by a mysterious assassin and the 
ghosts of Stanley and his wife continue to visit room 
number three in Jaipur 'B' on Golden Night, or so the 
Story goes. 

Stanley Skinner’s grandnephew and grandnieces 
live in our vicinity. Lilian Singh, his grandniece lives in 
Sikander Hall the Skinner estate in Mussoorie. Recently 
when I spoke to her she assured me that Stanley and 
his wife did not die under mysterious circumstances 
in Chandbagh. Lilian is proud of her link with the past. 
She recalls with nostalgia her close family ties with the 
Skinners Horse and how her multicultural background 
has enriched her life. With a touch of nostalgia she 





says, "I have been lucky to live an existence which had 
one foot in Indian culture and one foot in European 
culture: At Christmas time we had the traditional 
carols and roast turkey, but for new year's there were 
musicians playing the dholak." 

Her brother Michael, 
Born in 1920, he joined the army. He fought in the 


passed away recently. 


Italian campaign in 1944, and was a member of the 
International Commission on Vietnam. Michael 
commanded the Skinner’s Horse from 1960-1963. 
James, the other brother divides his time between the 
ancestral home in Hansi (in Haryana) and Dehradun, 
and enjoys fishing. 

In 1978 the Skinners Horse was dismantled after 
a hundred and seventy five year long history. It’s 
memories live on. The Indian government issued a 


commemorative stamp in honour of the services of the 





regiment. Further, while surfing the internet recently, I 
came across a British company, that was selling a set of 
six toy soldiers, called the “Skinners Horse” all dressed 
in their distinctive yellow coats and brandishing 
lances. A few weeks ago the Church of St. James built 
by James Skinner in Delhi was restored to its old glory 
by INTACH. 

As for James’ descendants: Some of the Skinners 





had married Muslims, after partition these members of 





the family migrated to Pakistan. Some other members 
emigrated to Europe and America. A few remain in 


India, justly proud of their past. 
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Left: A shot of Skinners’ Field on a spring evening after an 
Inter-House Cricket Match. 
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THE DOSCO 
Adreyo Sen (292 OB, 2004) 


May 25, 2002 | Issue No. 1988 
The highlights of what a Dosco is all about. 





ith 67 years of existence behind us, it is not 

surprising that many people regard Doon 

as yet another institution that symbolises 
India. Recently, Doon has got more than its fair share 
of media-coverage with Outlook magazine rating us the 
best residential school in the country. Not only this, the 
Wall Street Journal has published an article on us. Many 
people, however, associate the Doon School with Rajiv 
Gandhi and do not go further. They seem to feel that 
this, by itself, speaks volumes about the quality of the 
school. It is less commonly known that Amitav Ghosh, 
Vikram Seth, Kanti Bajpai and Karan Thapar studied 
here. Hardly anyone knows that reputed newscaster 
Prannoy Roy and editor of India Today, Aroon Purie 
are ex-Doscos. The self-effacing Bunker Roy, formerly а 
bureaucrat and now head of an influential NGO is also 
one of our more prominent ex-Doscos. 

Indeed, while Doon has produced politicians like 
Rajiv Gandhi, Naveen Patnaik and Mani Shankar Aiyar, 
its old boys' have mostly distinguished themselves 
as journalists, bureaucrats, social workers and in the 
ВСЕ КЕП ا‎ по зони O Ke bc 
recognised by their innovation and experimentation. 
What makes the Dosco what he is? What is the Dosco 
product? Is there a combination of qualities that can 





distinguish а Dosco from other people? Does the 
distinguished alumni of the school have common traits 
that go a long way in making them successes in their 
chosen fields? 

As a Dosco, one discovers a field of activity that 
soon becomes a passion, be it photography, motor- 
mechanics, creative-writing, philately or audio-visual 
work. The society we join goes a long way in developing 
our passion for a field of activity. We cherish some of 
these activities for the rest of our life and some of us, 
like Amitav Ghosh, might make them our profession. 

Doon teaches us to be self-sufficient апа 
independent. This is one of the few schools in the world 
where the student plays an important role in the daily 
administration of the estate. Boys control the audio- 
visual setup for movies and functions. Boys man the 
School Bank and run the school’s many publications. 
Boys train together as a unit for the Inter-House One 
Act Play Competition, with little external guidance. 
Many school SUPWS are run almost independently by 
the boys, with teachers acting as guides and motivators, 
not instructors. Most SUPWS give us a picture of the 
real type of work involved in these activities and again, 
might push us towards a particular career. Boys are also 
encouraged to make their own decisions and juggle 
their priorities. 


As a Dosco, one learns how to manage one's time. 
There is simply too much to do and so little time to 
do it in. Most of us try and involve ourselves in as 





many activities as we can, in order to grab the essence 
of what the school has to offer us. An average boy will 
be a member of two or three societies, an SUPW, an 
STA, two or three house teams, a publication and will 
involve himself in two exhibitions during the Founders' 
Day Programme. If he actually commits himself to 
his varied duties seriously and yet does well in his 
examinations, he will have to optimise the use of his 
time. Thus, without seeming to, school teaches us to 
manage our time properly, if only we care to learn. This 
will help us in our career later on. 

It has been said that the best lessons are learnt on 
the games field and this is certainly true of Doon. One 
learns how to be a valuable member of a team through 
games such as hockey and soccer. We learn how to 
contribute selflessly to the success of ourteam and how 
to take pride in being the member of a winning team. 
Later in his career, a good sportsman could well be a 





bright and valuable member of a company's team of 
executives, co-operative, cheerful and fun to work with. 
Other lessons learnt on the games field are endurance, 
the determination to succeed and stretch oneself to the 
limit and fair play. Boys also get a chance to umpire, or 
referee matches. The skills we gather as an umpire or 
a referee will keep us in good stead while working as 
administrators or heads of HRD departments. 

Doon School instils in us an understanding of our 
environs and a sympathy for our fellow humans. 

During midterms, we come in contact with nature 
and also stretch ourselves to the limit. Students of 
the school can take part in the school's various social 
service programmes or even interact with the poor 
and the needy through the Village Development 
Programme and the Child Education SUPW over a long 
period of time. We come to terms with the realities of 
India and understand, all too well, how we can help 
move our country forward. We become more sensitive 
and caring as human beings, able to gauge and respond 





to the problems of the people we come in contact with. 

The ideal Dosco product, then, is caring and 
independent, passionate and firm, capable of managing 
his time properly and able to throw himself whole- 





heartedly into whatever he does. Such a person would 
be an asset to whatever line of activity he chooses to 
take up, be it business, administration, creative writing 
or politics. It is our duty, then, to imbibe the best of what 
Doon has to offer us and grow as true and dependable 


citizens of our country. 
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Sheel Vohra - The Cricketeer 
Drawn by Rohit Jayal (866 KA, 1979) 


t was the bloodiest cricket match ever fought. The 
| rival teams were not international players or 
Martians, but the Masters Of Doon. 

The (ultra-cool) blooded VSM and the (ultimate 
weapon) VND were the rival captains and everyone 
expected fireworks from the contesting teams. У5М 
typed at a faster rate than VND, thus winning the toss. 
Caressing his golden-bleached bangs, he said in a deep 
tone, "Batting!" 

PKJ, the mightiest of the mighty, strode down the 
pavilion like a tiger. With his recently developed 10 
cm biceps and (rumour goes) 6-packs, he threatened 
to dismantle everything (including himself), inducing 
an angry “E, what's your problem yaar,” from NTC at 
the runner's end. The latter chose to wear his recently 
purchased glasses from Paltan as he jogged down the 
field, spitting paan all over. The bowling was opened 
by the dashing scientist from Stanford, the photogenic 
ABN. He calmed his fan club by enacting Hrithik's 
dance moves. 

He bowled like a tiger, growling for wickets. But 
his bowling speed was overshadowed by the rate of 
shooting PJ's. Soon enough, ABN's aerodynamics 
display ensured PKJ's dismissal. Furious but sportingly, 
he went back to the pavilion, blaming all the 'gunks' 
who distracted him. 

On the other hand, NTC created a lot of problems 
for HMD. The latter had started his spell with quite a 
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MASTERS OF CRICKET 


few wides. But when he realised that he was wearing 
his sleeping pyjamas he blushed in embarrassment and 
hurried back to his tree house. Unfortunately, he didn't 
return. 

AKS finally ran out the problematic NTC after some 
colourful fielding. He was given a standing ovation 
because it was С++ time for him (C - Co-ordinator). He 
remarked, *Nosh done, yaar." NTC made way to allow 
the meanest machine, BKC to come to the crease. Crazy 
as ever, he started performing acts which resembled 
Indonesian tribal rituals. 

We forgot to mention that PRC and KRS were the 
umpires. PKN had just returned from his native land, 
Kairela. One could see the enthusiasm on his face as he 
narrated his trips on sub marains. 

Talking of underwater objects, another master who 
was busy ‘in-lawing’ all the sharks in Jaapan, was the 
incredible hulk, KLA. He was talking about the fielding 
tips he had learnt in Kaambridge and planning to 
open a coaching academy with his comrade, SMD. As 
usual, SMD was enquiring about the food, or rather his 
favourite delicacy - Papad. SMD's wish for food was 
soon met when refreshments were called for. 

JHH, sporting a very broad smile, entered the field, 
with the refreshments. He was the last extra in his team 
but the fact that he had got a chance to step out onto 
the field got him in the brightest of spirits. And then the 
chaos began. 


Bhodi Satwa Pal (Z46 K, 2004) 


October 11, 2003| Issue No. 2031 


A review of the Masters' Cricket Match. 


KRS pointed out that there was something fishy 
with the drinks. She announced that it was adulterated 
and blamed our DyHM for a jaan-leva hamlaa. At this 
JHH shouted “Badi gandi baat hai” and began pacifying 
all the team members by massaging their shoulders. 
GSS looked offended and accused JHH of giving him 
unwarranted attention. This feud ledto the involvement 
of KPB, who was all this while, sitting cross-legged on 
top of the pavilion with a painted umbrella over his 
head. He started quoting international politics and 
went on reciting diplomatic policies...All this didn't 
amuse AAQ and like a true nawab, he didn't poke his 
nose around and stayed out of the picture. 

The slip cordon consisted of МСУ, ASH and DKS. 
While MCJ lamented on a disastrous trip to the market 
(KA dorms) ASH was busy searching for earthworms 
and tadpoles. With Pagal Gymkhana round the corner, 
the two gentlemen were discussing the possibility of 
holding an Antar Vidyalaya Vaad Vivaad Pratiyogita on 
the event. DKS had all this while maintained a dreadful 
silence, let's call it the ‘Silence of the Lambs’. 

VSM’s ХГ$ innings came to an end with 234 runs for 
5 wickets in their allotted 100 overs. VSM was the true 
‘man of the day’ as he anchored his team by scoring two 
runs after facing (or surviving) a hundred-odd balls. 
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LONG AGO 
DOON... 


Mr. Sheel Vohra 


September 13, 2003| Issue No. 2028 


The history of School's infrastructure and its effects. 


he Doon School started with two houses - Hyderabad and Kashmir - which 

were called Martyn and Gibson house, respectively. Tata and Jaipur were 

added a few years later, in 1936 and 1937. A holding house was created across 
Mall road in 1939 to accommodate the new boys in their first term at school. These 
boys were attached to the main houses and had their meals there. Each house had 
separate kitchens and dining halls supervised by the dames. The Housemaster was 
the virtual king of the house. The Tutors attached to the house used to have breakfast 
and lunch with the boys, and dinner was supervised by the House Captains, Prefects 
and Monitors - in much the same way as today. 

The idea of a central dining hall and using the space released to increase the 
strength of the school was first mooted in Mr. Miller's time. There was vehement 
opposition to it and the whole plan was shelved. The scheme also envisaged creation 
of two Housemasters per house to manage the extra boys admitted and also have 
heads of departments equal in status to the Housemasters with no one occupying 
both positions at the same time. 

Financial constraints were the main reason for the revival of the CDH concept 
and the accompanying plan. It was opposed very strongly by some of the Old Boys 
and after heated discussions, the Board of Governors finally agreed to implement 
the scheme in totality. 

The second term of 1969 saw the CDH being built. Houses were divided into A 
and B with Tata and Jaipur being divided vertically and Hyderabad and Kashmir, 
horizontally. With the increase in the volume of traffic on Mall Road it was decided 
to bring the Holding House inside the campus. This was also split in two - Foot and 
Chestnuts (now Martyn). 

The boys adapted to the changes fairly smoothly. They were, however, irked by 
the frequent trips to the CDH and the rains made it even worse. It was generally 
felt that their comfort and convenience had been tampered with, but at the same 
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time they could meet their friends from other houses more regularly. Inter- House 
Football on a separate basis was tried in the first year but found too cumbersome 
to run and thus we reverted to combined teams for the Inter House-Competition. 

Most of the houses opted for separate common rooms but Jaipur settled for a 
common ‘common room’. One undesirable feature - rivalry between the ‘A’s and “Bs 
surfaced. The clash of personalities between the Housemasters caused confusion 
amongst the boys. Some understanding and cooperation between the Housemasters 
was essential for the smooth functioning of the system. In some cases, this was 
shown and produced excellent results in every way. 

Another thought behind the creation of ten posts of Housemasters was to give 
more promotional avenues to the masters. It did work to some extent but it created 
some problems as well. Some of them left after short stints to go on to other schools 
and others became Housemasters too early, without familiarising themselves with 
the basic ethos and functioning of the school system. There is no denying that the 
Housemaster is the fulcrum around which the entire system revolves. He has to 
oversee the academic, extra-curricular as well as emotional aspects of the child's 
life in school. 

I feel he should not be overburdened and must be given all the facilities to 
perform his job more effectively. In the unified house system the source of authority 
is just one. The House Dining Halls gave the Housemaster full control over the 
boys. It was he who presided over both breakfast and lunch and all announcements 
regarding the House were made then. Tutors, too, played an important role and 
helped in co-ordinating house activities. The end of term reports, however, had to be 
written by the Housemaster himself. This was where numbers cause a problem but it 
does not seem to be insurmountable. In the end, the Housemaster has to be tactful, 
understanding and resourceful in dealing with boys and gentle and firm in handling 


parents. The combined house system has its merits and is certainly worth a try. 
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SHOWING ATTITUDE 


chool functions on three unwritten laws; ‘no sneaking,’ ‘no sliming’ and ‘no 
showing attitude’. These are just about three ‘commandments’ which govern 
our everyday lives and are not documented in the Codes and Policies book. 
Violation of any of the three has dire consequences. These rules have insinuated 
themselves into our lives, into our subconscious and into our behaviour. They are 


passed on from generation (so to speak) to generation, guardian to ward and senior 





to junior. Let us look at exactly what these rules are; sneaking did throw up a lot of 
controversies in my D form at Assembly speeches, in Weekly articles and even in 
classroom interactions. What one side argued was that it had become synonymous 
with ‘reporting’ (and I really do not intend to go back into the conundrum of what 
the true definition of sneaking is). But whether it is or is not, no one appreciates 
a tattle-tale. The connotation is still unclear, but it is definitely a good idea not 
to get one’s self into something he is not, in any way, involved; especially by 
testifying against someone. That is what the ‘law’ against sneaking says. Sliming 
plainly is dishonesty to a senior; lying, skiving and the like. School society is senior- 
dominated. Going against them would be like going against your boss. Now if such 
senior-junior relationships are deemed to be bad or even harmful, a worthwhile 
reminder here is that such hierarchies exist in every workplace today. There were 
no controversies regarding sliming, so we can let it be. Allow me to put a question 
mark on the concept of showing attitude. Going by the fact that it has existed in 
School for quite some time now, it is a well-established norm. But I believe it is 
high time that this norm should be questioned. Looking at it plainly, how should 
we behave with a senior? We should respect him. We should obey him (if it is not a 
violation of the disciplinary code). We should be polite. We should not be cheeky 
or rude. This is part of our ethos, an intrinsic part of senior-junior relationships. 
Violating these norms has its own consequences. But this is the way it is and it will 
remain so. Also, by obedience, I do not refer to being servile. It does not mean being 





a slave. АП it means is that you do as you are told. Now the difference between 
obedience as ‘doing what you аге told’ and ‘being a servant’ is a question in itself. 





The answer: the difference between obeying your parents because you are their son 
and, doing what they say because they are your masters and you their domestic help. 
Violations of these tenets is called showing attitude. But there is a lot of ambiguity 
in the definition of showing attitude. Firstly, every individual has the right to have 
his own identity. Every individual has the right to dissent. Every individual has the 
right to be whatever he wants to be. Being an individualist, dissenting and going by 
one’s own intentions is not showing attitude. Having one’s own ideology, thinking 
in a unique way, being revolutionary and noble is not showing attitude. Dissent is 
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vital for progress. Conformity will always lead to a retrogressive society. However, 
in our D form, we are indoctrinated into conforming with whatever a senior asks of 
us. We do not get any scope to mature as a completely autonomous, ideologically 
independent and mentally free individual until we reach our S form. A large fraction 
of the School society, as a result of this, loses the capacity for individual thought. 
By empowering the juniors to dissent, we encourage them to question convention 
and we encourage them to grow as rational individuals. Since time immemorial, 
society and civilisation has only progressed because of dissent and outright 
defiance to the conventional and orthodox doctrines. This dissent may not lead to 
a revolutionary change in society, but it will lead to growth of the individual on the 
whole. An individual is ideally supposed to have an ideology. A Dosco is supposed to 
strive to be an ideal individual. Arthur Foot, in his essays on the Dosco, comments 
on the thoughts and ideals of a Dosco. However, in School, we are to do whatever 
we are asked to. In the process, we aren’t given our own thinking space by seniors. 
We are made conformists in behaviour and we are made conformists in opinion. 
We do not express ourselves openly in front of a senior. We rely on his sense of 
judgement and we forsake our own. We do not let our own competence grow. We 
just sit back and agree. Dissent, defiance of conventionality in terms of thought and 
refusal to conform to what seniors tell you are being dubbed as showing attitude. 
We are becoming intellectually stunted. We do not question anything we are told. 
Showing attitude is a form of suppressing individualism. Now if individualism in 
behaviour is done away with, it will suppress its unique nature, which is the core 
of progress. Thus, the impact of having such an ambiguous norm is retrogression. 
Showing attitude can only be confined to one’s behaviour in terms of manners and 
conduct. Going beyond, going into ideologies and ideas, will definitely become 
suppression to individualistic thought - mini-fascism. I am not saying that it will be 
a cataclysmic loss for society. What I am saying is that an individual loses a great part 





of his education. We are faced, not by pressure towards academic excellence, but by 
forced conformity. And that is the main problem a Dosco faces in the development of 
a balanced individual with a mind of his own. That is a major flaw because of which 
the School is failing to produce its envisioned number of lateral thinkers. A great 
segment of Doscos have become conformists to society. Though conformity leads to 
easy survival and defiance is regarded to be social suicide, dissent is the nature of 
mankind and dissent is being curtailed. The problem is compounded when showing 
attitude is removed from all spheres of our lives and we stop thinking and acting as 
ourselves. 
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hat was it like to be on the 
Weekly editorial board thirty- 
five years ago? One way of 
answering the question is to say that for me it 





was probably the best experience of my 
school life. I would rank it higher than acting 
in the school plays and being House Captain, 





which also were wonderful experiences. I 
informally joined the editorial board in the 
first term of B form. Himmat Sher Singh (114T 
‘70), senior by a year in Tata House, 
encouraged me to write for the Weekly, and 
soon I was dropping in to editorial sessions as 
an apprentice to learn proof-reading and 
editing. The Chief Editor in 1970 was Madhav 
Patwardhan (68 Н, 70), a tall, smiling, literate 
S former who 
welcomed me 
into the fold 
gravely but 
eraciously. I say 
graciously because I was only 
in my first term at school and 
a bit of an unknown, but 
Madhav 
behaved аз 


never really 
if he knew 
anything about my recent entry into 
the community. He always talked to me as if I 
was а veteran. I was very grateful for his bland 
acceptance of me at a time when I was 
constantly being asked why I had joined 
school in the B form. Not surprisingly, the rest 
of the Board was welcoming in a fairly 
business-like way. There was Ranjit Pandit 
(297H '70) and Arvind Chopra (314H 70), 
both S formers, Karan Thapar (KT, 238) ‘71), 
an A former, and of course, Himmat. Ranjit 
was talkative, witty, and urbane, and probably 
the most efficient of the editors (he was also a 
generous and friendly senior as I found out 
on a Dodital midterm where our paths 
crossed). Arvind was а laconic, ironic 
presence. Karan was full of the most 
outrageous stories about school life and 
about his own life. He was also, I discovered, 
the most disciplined person I had ever met. I 
think Madhav found KT a bit too much of a 
chatterbox, but even he enjoyed Karan’s 
humour and vitality. Himmat was a friendly 
tyrant, the most relentless optimist, and never 


took no for an answer. He commissioned 


more articles for the Weekly than anyone else 
in my three years with the paper. He would go 
up to someone and say, “Hey, you can write 
better than me. You should be writing for the 
Weekly.” He flattered, rather than frightened 
you into writing. Dr. S.D. Singh (SD) was the 
master-in-charge of the Weekly (father of 
Pravin Singh and grandfather of Vikram and 
Arjun) in my first term. He was quite a 
formidable figure. The editorial board in those 
days was constituted in the month at the start 
of the new year, in the third week of January 





(the school opened earlier in those years). In 
the cold early weeks of the term, SD was 
always immaculately dressed in either a grey 
wool suit or a tweed coat and flannels and a 
sober tie, rather in the manner of an English 
squire (or so we would tell ourselves—I am 
sure we knew nothing about how squires 





dress). When he peered down his nose and 
over his glasses at you, it took a strong heart 
to return his look! My greatest fear, when 
Himmat would drag me along, was how I 
would sit still in his presence and do my 
editing! I am not sure why SD gave up the 
Weekly the following term (perhaps because 
he took over Hyderabad B which had just 
been created with the division of the Houses), 
to be replaced by Charlie Kandhari (KD). At 
any rate, for the next two and a half years, I 
worked under KD (or ‘Kaddw as we 
affectionately called him behind his back). 
Editing the Weekly with Charlie was different. 
With SD, we were all fairly professional and 
crisp—and, in varying degrees, intimidated. 
SD was clipped, formal, and very much the 
pater familias. Charlie was a bachelor, in his 
mid-thirties, a bon vivant, closer to us in age, 
had travelled the world, and was full of 
obiters, anecdotes, sarcasms, and, when 
necessary, put-downs! We would hang out at 
his bungalow across from the Art School quite 
late into the evening, rush home for a quick 
shower, and then make a dash for dinner. 
Often, we would be back at Charlie’s place 
after dinner to finish the proofs, and he would 
be cooking in his ill-lit kitchen. He might offer 
us a snack of some exotic French dish he was 
preparing, as he strolled in and out of the 
verandah in his T-shirt and shorts and a drink 
in his hand. SD left us alone to produce the 
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Weekly. Presumably, he would look over the materials 
and the proofs with Madhav, but he didn't fraternise 
with the editors. Charlie, much freer as a bachelor, 
would wander in and out of our sessions, picking up a 
proof, redlining something, offering advice on grammar, 
style, and editing minutiae. I never knew him to be 
wrong in these matters, although we would often plot 
as editors to catch him out. By this time, the editorial 
board had changed. Madhav, Ranjit, and Arvind had left 
Doon after the ISC. Karan was Chief Editor, Himmat 
was his deputy. I was now formally part of the editorial 
board as were Sanjay Rajadhyaksha (221К '72) and 
Amitav Ghosh (246H ‘72). I am not sure how the new 
editors were chosen. Charlie had in all likelihood 
consulted Madhav and the S form editors as well as 
Karan and Himmat. Clearly, a member of the editorial 
board should have a good eye for the English language. 
In addition, it was accepted that there should be one 
editor from each House. At any rate, I suddenly found 
myself, in my A form, as the senior-most editor after 
Karan and Himmat, and already beginning to fantasise 
about life as Chief Editor! While we junior editors were 
not actively competitive in terms of trying to get ahead 
in the race to be Chief Editor, there was competition, 
existentially speaking. Amitav was already dauntingly 
literary. Sanjay was meticulous, modest, and extremely 
clever. We did, all of us, senior and junior, try to 
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busy year. I was House Captain and had all kinds of 
other responsibilities and was consumed by everyday 
life in school— the School Council, debating, acting, 
and, yes, somewhere along the way, studying for the 
ISC. Charlie made me Chief Editor, but it has always 
seemed to me that the year I enjoyed most on the board 
was my second year. Amitav too was House Captain, 
and his life at school had changed fairly dramatically as 





a result. SD thought it better he give up the Weekly—and 
so he did, formally speaking. In practice, though, he 
was very much a part of the board, dropping in to do 
the proofs, commissioning articles, and planning future 
issues. The board also consisted of three new A 
formers—Gautam Sehgal (237J '73), Himani Bhatt 
(409K ‘73), who joined us in January, and Sunil Khanna 
(Mankind’, 221H ‘73) who arrived in March. Amitav 
and I probably took ourselves more seriously as editors 
that year than we should have; KT and Himmat had a 
lighter touch. Still, when we did get too argumentative 
and dour, we would be saved by Amitav's massive, 
shrieking laughter, Sanjay's puckishness, and Gautam, 
Himani, and Mankind's cool competence and good 





sense. We missed Karan's effervescence, Himmat's 


outrageous snobberies (he was from the princely family 





of Kalsia), and the unflappable presence of Madhav, 
Ranjit, and Arvind, but the Weekly evenings of 1972, at 





least for me, were the best moments of school life. I 





outshine each other in terms of our knowledge of the 
English language, and quite some litres of blood were 
spilt over what was right and wrong stylistically. 
Charlie’s verandah was probably the most intellectual 
space in Chandbagh, and we flourished in it. We would 
trudge in and slip away as we finished the proofs, to a 
slight feeling of melancholy. The editorial sessions 
were cosy, untrammelled by the usual protocols of 
school life, and our interactions seemed pure and 
direct. As we headed back to our respective Houses, 
our minds would once again be filled with all the usual 
concerns of boarding school life. I, at any rate, always 
found the walk back to T House somewhat bittersweet 
after the editorial sessions. My romance with the Weekly 
was greatest in 1971. The following year was a bustling, 


remember Charlie as being more involved in the 
editorial meetings in 1972. That said, he did not interfere 
in what was published. He saw the proofs, occasionally 
wrote a short article (on the flora and fauna of the 
estate or, deftly, on something that irked or impressed 
him in the life of the school), gave us ideas on how to 
plan the next issue, and commissioned pieces (such as 
reviews of the school play or other events). He fed us 
Old Boys’ news (which was a lively section of the 
Weekly) and pitched in with items for ‘News in Brief”. І 
know he contributed several pseudonymous articles, 
usually on a controversial aspect of school life, that 
were gems. As for the editors, we knew the limits of 
what could be written in the pages of the Weekly, and 
Charlie never had to ‘lay down the law’. We rarely got 
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incendiary material; indeed, I cannot remember a 
single occasion where we had to reject an article unless 
it was because the material was poorly written. On the 
whole, we thought of the Weekly as I believe it should be 
conceived: as a journal of record for the community, as 
a forum for balanced and critical commentary, as a 
vehicle for creative writing, and as a means of 
entertainment. I doubt that anyone saw it as crisply asI 
have just stated it, but I would say that deep down that 
is how we regarded the Weekly and our custodianship of 
it We published our share of juvenilia, pretentious 
philosophising, and harping on school and social 
commentary. We also did some rather foolish things. 
Amitav and I once wrote rather dismissive responses to 


an article by young Sanjay Vaswani who was a C former. 





This was foolish in the extreme since we had 
commissioned the piece and thought it good enough to 
print! I am sure we lost several potential contributors 
as a result of our stupidity. Old Boys Raza Bilgrami 
(289T бә) and Rajiv Sinha (1127 69) put us in our place 
still 
embarrassment. My greatest disappointment was that 


in their rejoinders—I сап remember my 


we didn't do anything pivotal with the Weekly. It went 





on, much as before. We talked a fair bit about change 
and new initiatives, but we didn't fundamentally do 
anything new. The Weekly gave те alot. I was introduced 
to proofreading and editing. Пеагпеа howto collaborate 
with and lead a small group of talented, intelligent 
individuals. This was never easy but always invigorating. 
The editorial sessions were sometimes a refuge, 
sometimes an intellectual club, and sometimes a 
schoolboy romp. Best of all, though, the Weekly was the 
most adult space I inhabited in those years. SD and 
Charlie played a major role in providing the setting for 
that, but so did my fellow editors. It was the one place 
where we could play at being more than mere 
schoolboys. Looking back on it, serving on the editorial 
board of the Weekly was probably the coolest thing I did 
at school. 
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f it wasn’t for these eleven days between my birthday and the cut-off date, 1 
might have been in a different form altogether. But I have no right to complain. 
There are a handful of people I know who are excruciatingly closer to the cut-off 
than I am. I joined School as any average D former who was at the right place at the 
right time to make some friends. That was D form, a time when some of us couldn't 
even spell ‘politics’. You could call it a primitive society. ‘Might is Right’ held true in 





the crudest sense and those were the more prominent figures in our form. I didn't 
have the physique to dare, leave alone the daring, to defy. Everything, right from the 
ownership of an umbrella to the unsettled score, was settled in the most immature 
of ways. Yet, all you wanted to do was ‘fit in’. I was so afraid of being an outcast that 
I didn't dare divulge that I liked the Beatles till C form, and then, too, which itself 
happened by accident. Soon enough, lines began drawing themselves. If it weren't 
an outright impossibility, there would have been more gangs than students in a form. 

It is really interesting to see how gangs are formed. We wanted to be accepted by 
the company we kept. Soon enough, a group of us would always be walking together 
between classes or to the CDH. Maybe it was due to habit; we have remained 
clannish and prefer to go with the same people for private outings. We hang around 
with the same crowd all the time. But there is a very appalling degree of immiscibility 
between such groups. What starts out as a friends’ circle becomes nothing but a 





herd. Soon, someone emerges as the arbiter. Another interesting instinctive herding 
pattern is when the weakling reduces himself to a shadow of someone stronger, 
someone who can be his Big Brother. 

Divisions aren't where the problems end. It is a sad reality that might have 








always been right. We cannot tolerate being equal in its true sense. We are a fiercely 
competitive race. Our identity depends on our aukaat (a word that has unfortunately 





entered the Dosco lexicon). Most of us really have no choice but to be servile, be 
subjugated and become inferior to our own form-mates. There are some of us who 
have been bullied far worse by our own form-mates than we have been by anyone 
else. I always define a form as the most undemocratic denomination of the school. 
I don't know whether this is right or not. Being bullied by seniors is understandable; 
being bullied by juniors (in your ScL form), a matter of karma; but being bullied by 
form-mates: preposterous! 

Forget about it being preposterous, it is downright cruel. Being bullied by a senior 
is acceptable. You learn to take it. He won't be there for long, either. And yes, he is 
superior because he is older and bigger than you. It's all a matter of time. His ScL 





form will come soon enough and his withdrawal symptoms will get the better of 
him. But as far as form-mates are concerned, you will spend all your school life with 
them. You confide in them, you interact with them the most. They are your room 
mates. You will be at their mercy a few minutes before lights- out and after. Being 
bullied by them will crush your self- esteem. Being boycotted makes you feel like an 
outcast. You regret being what you are because you don't fit in. Soon, you will be so 
used to selt-pity that, like a character in a Kafkaesque novel, you will be in search of a 
crime to fit the punishment. You will be reduced to a defenceless wimp who cannot 
even hope to stand up for himself, which, in reality, is just another opportunity for 
someone else to pick on you even more. The abysmal nothingness your own identity 
can become is a staggering reality. 

5o maybe it's just harsh reality, the wimp is always picked on. But we're still part 
of one form. We are supposed to be equal. We're supposed to be united. Honestly, 
form unity only means taking the blame with the rest of the form for something 





which you weren't even remotely involved in. No form is united. But everything 
depends on your standing in school (more often, your performance on the sports 
field). The question is, why? Why is it that some of us aren't strong enough to be 
right? Although it doesn't turn into a brawl over an issue, most of us say nothing in 
our defence because we have been crushed in earlier years. 

I still believe that, being mature individuals, our resolutions shouldn't depend on 
strength. There is no ‘mutual understanding’ in its true sense. Mutuality is always 
one-sided. The wimp will continue to be picked on. People will always take advantage 
of someone's inability (which is often passed off as unwillingness) to retaliate. But 
school requires us to live with one another as equals. We are supposed to be peers. 

I wonder if the saying “No one can subjugate you without your consent” still holds 
true. Maybe, all this really happens because we allow ourselves to be subjugated. 
There really is no other reason for most of us to be inferior. We are all pretty much 
the same age and we are all absolutely unique. We all have our idiosyncratic tastes, 
opinions and agendas. If it really is our consent that makes us fall prey to this system, 
it would be simple enough to refrain from consenting. But somehow, we find our 
standing in the form defined. By whom or what or when, we don’t know. No one 
incident or no one series of incidents can be responsible for such inequalities. But, 
I guess, we really have no option apart from consenting. After all, all form mates are 
equal, but some are more equal than others. 
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rthur Foot's vision for the School has finally come true; the School is truly an 
aristocracy of service. With more than fifteen initiatives established and an 
nnual budget of about six lakhs, the School has, only recently, expanded the 
size of this essential activity. What we understand is that School is moving towards 
taking a more concrete stand in ensuring that the concept of social responsibility 
is practically realised. Over the last year we have seen social service diaries being 
maintained compulsorily and a rise in the number of compulsory hours for each 
boy to complete in a term to fulfill their promise. The numerous RSIS projects and 
Residential Projects that boys are a part of further establish the School's name for 
serving society. What does social service count for? Can there be a quantitative or 
qualitative value of the amount of service that one does? Yes, only if the hours are 
counted. But is that the true spirit of service? Is the limelight more important than 
living up to one's social responsibility that drives one to serve society? As a prayer 
in our prayer book reads, one should ‘toil and not look for rest, labour and not look 
for any reward'. 
With the way School has started to look at social service, it seems that School is 
slowly moving away from the tenet on which this program was initiated. I wish to 
examine the concept of social service and its existence in School. What is it to serve 








society? Is it a responsibility of the privileged to serve? Is it service before self? What 
we see today in the form of corporate social responsibility is not the same concept 
of service that was intended in School. But is this what is prevalent in School today? 
Counting hours, maintaining diaries, improving CV's and making it to the headlines 
of the newspapers, without fail, is far away from the goal. Nowadays, what we also 





see is lesser emphasis being laid on SUPWs (Socially Useful, Productive Work) as 
they are increasingly being replaced by activities outside School. At the same time, 
boys travel abroad to help improve facilities for the underprivileged of another 
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nation. Although this too is service to society, doesn’t one need to look at one’s own 





country, city, and society before going global: I feel that the money spent could also 
be utilised to help the people in our nation, our city and our School. For instance, 





the support staff in School too could be benefitted. Their families could receive 
education through students, as it used to be done in the Panchayat Ghar when they 
would stay behind Jaipur House. 





It would be more fulfilling if our support could be extended to those who would 
directly benefit from our efforts. I know that it could be difficult but I still feel an 
extra effort to help them would be a good gesture. Does charity not begin at home? 
The food that is now rationed to families outside School could be given to the 
families of our support staff as well. An initiative that helps boys learn various sports 
and play them using the infrastructure in School could also involve the children of 
the support staff. What does this prove? Even though service could have been done 
to a certain extent in School, we prefer to look beyond the walls of School, looking 
to reap personal benefits in the process. Agreed, one should begin his good deeds at 
home and not end them there. However, one should not start at home, look beyond 
home and forget about home altogether. I am not, in any way, trying to say that our 
work outside School is superficial or invalid. I know that many students and masters 
work very hard for the various projects and do a commendable job on their part. 
What I do mean is that we could do a lot more within the walls of the School. Social 





service initiatives are meant to reach out to society, including those members of 
society who are a part of the School and spend a better part of their lives seeing us 
and fulfilling our daily needs. 

Indeed, what we now have to decide is whether we wish to be an aristocracy in 


name or in spirit? 
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Questioning the validity of the all-round development model which the School follows. 


n the last few decades, School education seems to have evolved rapidly with 

the emphasis having shifted towards grades, marks and specialised activities. 

This shift leads one to question the ‘all-round development’ model on which 
our school is based. In today’s academic-oriented community, we must consider 
reforming certain age old conventions and established systems in School. 

Ideally, all-round development is the molding of a boy into a balanced human 
being through exposure to a wide variety of sports and activities. This model has 
worked very well in the past which is why there seems to be no need to review it. In 
fact, one can honestly say that The Doon School has acquired a particular stature 
precisely because of its emphasis on all-round development. However, one must 
understand that times have changed and the system which has worked in the past 
might not necessarily work in the future. But let us address a basic question first - 
who is an all-rounder? To make a generalisation, an all-rounder would be a student 
who plays two-three sports, participates in two-three extra-curricular activities and 
manages his academics. Multi-tasking is an inherent feature of an all-rounder. This 
all-rounder is expected to participate in myriad activities, and still perform the 
best he can. The most prestigious awards in School are based on one’s ability to 
participate in a number of activities at once. The Games Blazer is awarded to one 
who performs exceedingly well in two sports or more, and House Colours require 
one to participate in at least five or six activities to accumulate the required points. 

One of the reasons why it is believed that all-round development must continue 
to serve as a model for the School’s future is that it is time-tested. The Doon 
School is considered to have achieved what it has owing to its faith in all-round 
development. But, if we were to do a bit of honest introspection - is all-round 
development even taking place the way it did 20 to 30 years ago? Considering the 
increase in the number of Inter-House tournaments and Inter- School events such 
as LAMDA, MUN, Round Square etc. , itis evident that the intensity of this all-round 
development is exponentially more than what it was back then. There were far fewer 
inter-house competitions back in the 1950s and 1960s and there was certainly no 
MUN or LAMDA. An all-rounder would, perhaps, take part in a couple of sports, 
represent the school in a couple of extra-curricular activities and get respectable 
отааез. Considering this, hasn’t our notion of an all-round development become too 
demanding to be viable? 


Moreover, if we were to compare the current situation with that of the 1970s 
or 1980s, a striking feature is that academic pressure has increased manifold. The 
competition for getting admissions into top universities is far more intense and 
unless a Dosco spends adequate time on his academics, his prospects of success 
are bleak. The time required for such efforts can only be obtained if other activities 
or obligations are compromised. Towards the last few years of one’s life in School, 
one’s decisions are heavily influenced by college admission criteria and most Intra- 
School events lose significance. Most Sc-formers at this stage would agree that if 
one does not have respectable transcripts, a Games Blazer or House Colours or even 
the brand of The Doon School cannot get one admission into the elite universities. 

Perhaps the most pertinent question is whether this all-round development 





structure is even needed. If all-round development is not desired any more, why not 
move towards specialisation, which undoubtedly has a number of merits. Currently, 
with the way activities are pressurising students, specialisation seems impractical for 





a Dosco. It has often been remarked that in School, one can specialise if one wishes 
to. However, this specialisation comes after crossing a number of hurdles in the form 
of compulsory activities and sports (which many would prefer to sacrifice in order 
to improve their performance in some other sport or extra-curricular activity). Only 
a few succeed in specialising, while others are unable to cross some hurdle or the 
other. These obligations or compulsory activities can be deemed as the specialist’s 
burden. Are we then, as a school, providing a platform for a student to excel, or are 
we hampering one’s scope in a particular field? If all-round development involves 
spending time on what one is uninterested in (and thereby what one scarcely 
benefits from) and giving up one’s talent, what purpose does it serve? Why must 





we settle with mediocrity in several fields and compromise excellence in one field? 
All-round development is often credited for making Doscos successful in the past. 
However, what we must acknowledge is that the nature of that development is very 
different today and so are the circumstances in which students are trying to succeed. 
Moving towards a different model is easier said than done. However, if we are to 
avoid any sort of setbacks in the long-term, this unprecedented change, in my view, 


is essential. 
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ther people's reminiscences are distressing. They throw into sharp contrast, 
and thereby accentuate, how few memories I have. This is probably why 1 
do not particularly enjoy browsing through other people's photographs. For 
one thing, I am not in too many of them myself, either I am on the wrong side of the 





camera - taking the picture rather than smiling asininely - or I am simply elsewhere: 





asleep, studying, working or, simply, somewhere else. I sometimes claimed that my 
fun was different, and, indeed, I drew pleasure from a number of other things that 
no one else understood: pride and satisfaction in my work and my responsibilities. 
But, honestly, it was not as 'different' from everyone else's as I thought it was. I still 





needed respite from my schedule through more basic forms of enjoyment; I wanted 
the tuck shop, teatime and other such ‘redundancies’ which I never had time for. It 
is perhaps safe to say I was too focused: I was never awake past eleven in the night 
to play hide-and-seek during my AT form. I never climbed up to the roof of any 
School building. I never did anything ‘wild’ or ‘exhilarating’; my choice of adjectives 
to describe my life in general reflects my reservations. What's more, my 'sacrifice' of 








the lesser pleasures never helped; I still did not get a 90% in my Board exams! 
I am insulated, instead, in my impenetrable fortress of work and activity. I have 
no time (or need) for triend- ship. I have been the victim of the inherent cruelty of 





surly schoolmates far too often. I do not even feel the need for a girlfriend. Such 
distractions, I feel, prove counterproductive. I disdain such unnecessary (and, often, 
painful) expenditures of emotions. School keeps me engrossed enough for me to be 
satisfied with the very little that I have or I am. Even a personality is unnecessary if 
one is methodical enough in one's work. I find solace in my reading and catharsis 
in my writing. Somewhere, my hiding is effective: I can escape well enough. I have 
my own agenda, which does not include time for friends, outings and other such 





indulgences. My schedule does not allow me to have time for my problems, my 
emotional starvation and myself. There are many productive avenues into which 
I can apply every joule of my intellectual energy. “Occupational therapy”, I often 
say to myself. I keep myself busy to keep myself from depression. If I may be more 
cynical, this demonstrates the popular IB joke, "I'd commit suicide, but I just don't 
Пао wate) ІШЕ,” 

I keep myself aloof from all my problems and I am as steadfast as possible when 
I face pressure of any kind. But somewhere, I realise my problems do not resolve 
themselves. We encounter countless issues that, we would believe, are a part of 





|I AM А ROCK 


Vivek Santayana (369 O, 2011) 


March 20, 2010 | Issue No. 2244 


Commenting on the inappropriate environment for growing up we live in. 


everyone's life, issues that escalate in severity as one grows older. Rather than dealing 
with these issues, we try to escape them through our many pursuits in School. But 
how long can we run away from something that bothers us? How long can we stay 
aloof? The longer we can play this charade, the longer the moment of reckoning 
сап be delayed. I am fortunate: I am still surviving. There have been a couple of 
disciplinary issues in which the boys concerned were fighting their own demons. 
They had, also, failed to keep themselves busy enough to avoid devilish thoughts 
of idleness from getting the better of them. While the disciplinary action taken was 
justified, the callousness behind our reception of the boys appalled me. Clearly, one 
cannot consider punitive action alone without remedying the circumstances that led 
to the occurrence of the cases in the first place. My first question on hearing about 
the incidents was why the boys concerned, who were otherwise doing well, would 
do such a thing in the first place. The answer: circumstances tend to pervert boys. 
Would disciplinary action against them be enough? The boys have been punished 
for violating the rules, but the cause that made them do so has not been mitigated. 





While a boarding school proves to be effective in making boys responsible, 
independent and self-sustaining, it continues to be an unnatural environment. We 
simply do not have the familial environment that everyone needs as he or she grows 
up. For the sake of narrow-minded conceptions of masculinity, we display ourselves 





to be hardened and impervious to emotional turbulence. We are all crippled inside, 
concealing our emotional turmoil behind a veneer of being strong young men. 


The answer to everything, diminishing respect in the eyes of the community or 





an impoverished self-esteem, becomes involvement in activities to earn oneself a 
reputation and a surrogate personality. We do not acknowledge the difficult phases 
boys of our age go through with issues such as identity, sexuality, budding egos and 
career dilemmas. We avoid such questions rather than answer them. 





In School, we have the term and its suffocating schedule for our refuge. We are 
emotionally emaciated by then. Maybe the world outside is really this cruel. We will 
have to harden ourselves correspondingly. These 'negative emotions' that we would 





inevitably face once we leave the security of our campus will otherwise overcome 
us. The ‘issues’ will often be too severe to deal with. Escapism is definitely our only 
option. Putting us through such misery is, perhaps, just a bizarre rite of passage. 
We will have to live with it, hardened and isolated, as *a rock feels no pain / And an 
island never cries." 
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THE TRAGEDY OF GENIUS 


Omar Chishti (417 K, 2018) 


January 28, 2017 | Issue No. 2456 


Discussing the School's attitude towards academics. 


ver the past five years at Doon, I've seen and felt our form change and 
develop in a thousand different ways. The obese turned lean; the anorexic 
became buff. The awkward became suave as the side parts turned to 
undercuts. The vegetarians switched diets and the falsettos turned bass. Some of us 
picked up a sport or two. Time has indeed flown, but this isn't yet a farewell piece 





full of these nostalgic nothings; there's still a year to go before I leave and it's time 
to address a problem in Doon’s environment which most of us barely acknowledge, 
leave alone talk about. 

Notice how I've not mentioned our development in any cerebral arena over my 
first few lines. This is not to say we haven't grown leaps and bounds, or not learnt 
much over these years, but only to establish what went awry with how all of us 
have grown up here in Chandbagh. To quote an ex-formmate of mine, “In Doon, 
intelligence is a hindrance. АП it leads to is complacency.” There is indeed a toxic 
myth which oats around this campus, an all pervasive idea which infects the minds 
of Masters and students alike. I’m talking about the idea of ‘genius’ and what it’s 
come to mean within these walls. Seductive whispers of this idea become apparent 
from one's entry into Chandbagh, and from my very first day here I've faced a 
constant pressure to demonstrate the miraculous and embody the ultimate ‘ideal’ of 





the Dosco academic achiever: to study the least, yet be the best. This pressure isn't 
subtle or subdued. It's instead apparent from every little aspect of our daily grind, 
from the marginalisation of the ‘lends’ during classes to that of the ‘rutts’ in the 
evening. In more innocent times, as someone who was relatively new to the Doon 
fraternity, I was introduced to these monikers with simple definitions; the ‘lends’ sat 
in the first row, while the ‘rutts’ studied even in the parts of the term where no exams 


word public rant on my self-diagnosed illness of tragic genius. It’s true, there’s no 





high quite like the one you get after coasting through test after test effortlessly; no 





bigger boost to the ego than the one after measuring in minutes what others measure 
in hours. But I regret going down the slippery slope of that delirious addiction, and 
the truth is only the opposite. This piece wants to establish, once and for all, and 
especially for all the juniors reading this right now, that genius can’t sustainably 
exist or flourish within these walls if we don’t change. How tragic would it be if all 
promising sportsmen from our school were to be conditioned into believing they 
could only be ‘truly great’ if they could put on scintillating displays with no practice? 
What if we as a community were to dismiss those who spent hours on the field, on 
the stage, or in any other non-academic pursuit, as mere ‘rutts’? But we do that, and 
worse, for that which is the de ning element of school: Studies. ‘Once the transcript 
looks passably decent, go build a CV’ is our actual unsaid motto. 

In this manner, it’s only too easy to push all academic achievement into the realm 
of those with memories on the eidetic spectrum and IQs a few standard deviations 
above par. It’s this notion, more than any other, which keeps a vast majority of us 
content with mediocrity in academics. If we were to cast aside these illusionary and 
irrational auras we bestow on our scholarly heroes, perhaps instead of monopolies 
on Markers cups we would see more students aspire to reach equivalent academic 
heights. 

“Enough!” comes the automatic response to this piece. Here’s another vandal 





defacing the Weekly with his murky and rather difficult to understand agenda. The 





truth is that the institution cannot hide behind its extracurricular excellence and 


shun academic criticism with proudly announced numbers and college placements 





approached within a week long interval. Anxious to fit in, I worked to avoid these 





tags, which only grow more complicated with time. Before I realised it, I wasn’t just 
an inductee into this system. I was one of its many guardians. 

This system is all encompassing. The pattern plays out in a smooth mathematical 
crescendo, as marks on assessments remain sky high, internals begun to plunge 
and effort grades begin creeping down. After all, “only ‘lends’ do the homework". 
Masters, however, are quick to reassure doubtful parents of their son's continued 
prodigiousness, while the Main Houses exacerbate the problem. Тоуе monitors 
borrow from military jargon and assign labels: between FILO (First-In-Last-Out) 
to LIFO (Last-In-First-Out), there are no prizes for guessing which end of the 
scale genius ‘should’ be found. The sad irony of it all is that it’s essentially a caste 
system for yet another inherited variable none of us have control over. Intelligence, 
essentially, is static. You get what you have from the generic lottery. Knowledge, on 
the other hand, is malleable. You can always learn more with a bit of effort. Yet we 
spend some of the important formative years of our lives full of contempt for those 
who work to develop what they can, while celebrating those who coast by on what 
they were born with. “Knowledge our light” is quite a misleading motto with such 
ground realities. 

I admit Гуе been an arrogant student at times, and perhaps this piece adds a bit 
to the jigsaw puzzle behind that impression, if you choose to interpret it as a 1000- 


BEFORE TRIALS 





every year. It’s the environment which counts, all numbers be damned. It’s all too 
easy to forget what it means to be an academically selective school. Our prowess 
in myriad spheres is indeed something to celebrate. But not, in this way, at the cost 
of our academics. It’s excusable that we haven’t won the Afzal Khan for the past 





decade. Principles of cold statistics come to the rescue: the best sportsmen of Doon 
are, after all, just that. The best in a school of five hundred. All of us, however, come 





into school only after a famously gruelling academic culling. We represented some 
of the best minds that the nation has to offer, as preteens. No one here should have 
grown up to be satisfied with mediocrity in academics. If we have, it’s only because 
Doon has taught so many that beating talent in the classrooms with hard work in the 
toyes is not a victory at all. 

Enough morbid musings though, because not everything is as dark as ’ve made it 
seem. These problems begin to fade in our senior most years, as part of the growth 
I talked about when I started. Whether it’s the run up to college or the intensified 
assault of more challenging curricula, most of us do come to respect (and practice) 
academic labour by our last two years in school. I do still play football every single 
afternoon during exams, but it’s no longer a coerced display of nonchalance to the 
‘unfortunates’ stuck in the nearby Kashmir house toyes. It’s just because I need a 
break from studies. And that, perhaps only to me, makes a whole world of difference. 


AFTER TRIALS 
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A THREE PRONGED CONUNDRUM 


Chaitanya Kediyal (235 T, 2017) 


February 21, 2015 | Issue No. 2396 


Recognising the cynicism about change in School. 


very school has its own method; its houses, its traditions and its own way 
of running. Essentially, every school has a different formula and over the 
years we begin to associate with it. Whether it is the early morning Chhota 
Hazri, our love for reducing everything to three letter initials or our numerous 
punishments, the Doon School is unique. It has its own charm and beauty, and that 





is precisely why, like conservatives, we are never ready to change. I recall when an 





extra class was added to our daily schedule, the change was heavily criticised by the 
students. However, today it seems correct and beneficial that the change was made. 





What I am trying to draw from this is that sometimes we are extremely myopic in 
our outlook. We are wary of change, and so, in all likelihood, the introduction of the 





trimester system might evoke predictable responses. 

While this might disappoint a few, I do not completely agree with this change, 
if indeed it is implemented. Obviously the first pinch is the loss of holidays. The 
travelling between home and School will definitely increase, and so will the cost. 
However, for once let’s try thinking it through from the side of the authorities. The 
introduction of the trimester system is not to torture or trouble us. It is to make our 
studies simpler and orderly. Instead of a race against time while finishing the course, 
we will have an extra month to work. Also, let us keep in mind that the trimester is 





practiced in most schools in India, and every Dosco has probably experienced it at 
some point or another. With the introduction of the International Baccalaureate, and 
the plan to switch to IGCSE, it will not be easy to finish the syllabi in two terms. It is 
important to realise that two terms off our months each often put too much pressure 
on everybody, and in the two months that follow we usually lose all our practice and 
focus. When we implement a trimester system, it will give us periodic breaks, and 
at the same time would not adversely affect our studies. Then again, a drawback 





of this change would be the loss of those two extra months that we get before our 
Board Examinations. Being fortunate enough to have them, let me assure you of 
the fact that they give you an advantage over others giving the Board Examinations. 
Also, such a switch will be difficult and confusing to cope with initially, and we will 
continue to groan about it. But life teaches us this: Either shape up or ship out. 
However, the biggest advantage of the trimester system for us, would be that we 
would get more time to play sports, our seasons would become more concrete and 
we would have more time to practice and play our tournaments. This will also ensure 
that we fare better than before at inter-school, Council and IPSC tournaments. 
Similarly, we will get more time for extracurricular activities like music, art and 
debating. While we keep thinking that our study load will increase, in reality, on a 





daily basis our work will decrease. Let me assure you that one year after the trimester 
system is implemented we will completely forget that we had a semester. In fact, 
this change is nothing except one of the numerous steps our School is taking to 
catch up with modern times. Our archaic practices, no matter how loved will have 
to be dispensed with, lest they should become shackles, preventing our growth and 
progress. 





In conclusion, I would only like to reiterate what I mentioned before. Let us 
not be afraid to change because it is standing water that eutrophicates. Instead, we 
should strive to adapt and grow with passing time, to ensure that we are always 
growing and thus prospering. Change is the only constant, and to resist it is futile. 
Before judging the trimester system, let us be patient enough to try it at least once. 
You never know you might actually end up preferring it, and then wonder why you 
were ever against it in the first place. 
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HIGHER EDUCATION? 


Madhav Dutt (35 K, 2014) 


September 7, 2013 | Issue No. 2352 


Highlighting the various issues faced by people pursuing higher education in India. 


e are a populous nation. In fact, populous would be a gross 





understatement. 1.2 billion people reside within India's boundaries, out 

of which a majority are below the age of 25. That's around 600 million 

young adults and children. Our literacy rate and net primary school enrolment has 

increased steadily over the years, which, some say, is the key factor that's propelling 
our economy forward. 

However, when it comes to higher education, the state of affairs is abysmal. 

Though there are some brilliant institutes coming up in our country, the amount and 





pace at which they are rising is far too slow. Besides Delhi University and a cluster 
of institutions scattered all over our country, students don't really have much to 
choose from. To add to their woes, the cut-offs are slowly and steadily rising, leaving 
more and more deserving students disgruntled. And the cruel irony lies in the fact 
that the students who get into the best universities in our country say the facilities 





aren't nearly as good as they expected them to be, and that the campus is really old 
and rusty. Top notch higher educational institutions is something our country lacks, 
and this weakness is costing us heavily, as far as achieving the status of an ‘economic 
superpower is concerned. 

The United States government has an annual education budget of more than 69 
billion dollars, while India invests less than a third of that into its education. Even 
if we look at the grants and endowments. Even if we look at the class education 
available to as many talented students as possible - the best and brightest minds of 
our country. And if some of them get scholarships to the best institutions in Europe 





and the United States of America, why would they stay here? Ten years of education 
and then a job that'll pay better than the one back home. A better standard of living 
and a place that seems much better for your to-be children to grow up in: before you 
know it our citizens will be lining up for green cards, as they have been for the past 
few years. And why would America say no to such an asset? Human outsourcing is 


a big trend these days, and unfortunately India has fallen victim to it. Where exactly 
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does this leave our nation? At a loss of more than half a million brilliant minds a 





year. For our nation to succeed and develop faster in the future, we need to hold 
on to these students and utilise them. We have to ensure world class education 
for as many students as possible by roping them in straight from high school, and 
ensuring that they make our country a better place. The economists and physicists 
of tomorrow should not have to go abroad and then return to our country, we should 
grow them in situ. 

The education system and style of learning prevalent in India is defective. 
Students don’t learn with enthusiasm, but out of compulsion. Very little or no 
attention is given to the curriculum and the way it is taught. Because rote learning 
can get you through virtually every examination in India, students don’t feel the 
need to function in any other way. Then another issue comes in: the price. Genuine 
high quality education requires a lot of money, and since most citizens are used to 
the nominal amount paid for the ПТ”; and DU, paying more for what appears to 
be the same end result is out of the question for most. This is precisely where the 
Education Ministry comes in. The government needs to formulate plans to subsidise 
higher education and provide more scholarships to deserving candidates. What's 
more, they should ensure that there is a focus on quality education as well, not just 
quantity, as was the case in primary school enrolment. In the long term, grants can 





be reduced as society realises the actual importance of a multi-dimensional college 
education. 

Those who are fortunate enough to have the resources and wealth should have 
an option of sending their child to an institution as good as the ones abroad, with 
a multi-dimensional curriculum and a beautiful campus. India has a history that 
is steeped in education and learning, from the gurukul system to the first ever 
university, we have pioneered in the field of teaching. With a country as large and 
young as ours, good institutions and education hubs should be the norm, not an 
abnormality. 
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He spokes in written English 
Yuvan Jaidka, please do neither. 





My accent was brown. 
Devang Laddha, full of darkness. 


Гат so happy I didnt took IB. 
Aryan Chhabra, ICSE English. 


Oh no, I slipped on my tongue! 
Ayushman Narayan, clumsy. 


Penguins are supposed to be humans! 
Varen Talwar, dreaming of Dosco Doodles. 


My cousin has been topping ISC for the past five years. 
Vansh Bhatia, full of pride. 


I have to make the menu for my Chemistry project. 
Eshaan Keswani, whos going to eat it? 


I'm so cool that if you come near me you will melt. 
Harsh Mall, boasting. 


Give a list of all the punches in the boxing competition . 
Parag Rastogi, getting Shutta. 


She looks good with her hair shut. 
Shaurya Khutiala, going Shakalaka Boom Boom. 


Its raining cats, dogs and mouses. 
Ekamveer Guron, falls from the sky. 


My water is frying in the kettle. 
Devansh Mittal, the Chef. 


The Dictionary has no words. 
Aayush Chowdhary, nor do we. 


Open the window and let the atmosphere come in. 
VKL, the new Geography teacher. 


I am three bro. 
Shantam Gilra, Shakespeare's protégé. 


All playboys move to the common room. 
Shrish Srivastava, instructing. 


J.K. Rowling dies in the last Harry Potter. 
Anant Jaugwal, stricken by Potter Mania. 


93 





Tuck your buttons in. 
SBL, the smart dresser. 


Do you have some hairy problem? 
NTC, getting scary. 


I can dig my nose up-side down. 
Tejasvi Mathur, we advise you not to. 


I had never say "I no say you, he say me to say уои”. 
Arjun Midha, clarified. 


I didn’t never knew. 
Sai Swayam Samal, clueless. 


I never say no wrong things! 
Raj Surana, sure, thats why you are featured here. 


I feel for you, but you dont feel me. 
Mr. Anand Mandhian, really hurt. 


Learn to behave your manners! 
Mr. Prabhakaran Nair, the disciplinarian. 


My paper is leaking! 
Shreyavardhan Swaroop, raises the alarm. 


Were independancing tomorrow. 
Kanishka Malik, celebrating. 


What the why? 
Siddharth Bidasaria, why,why,why? 


I sure Гат keep up. 
Pranjal Varshney, keeping with the times. 


My pug grew into a boxer. 
Sagar Karanvat, the dog breeder. 


ПІ eat my face! 
Banda Lamba, famished. 


I have a fracture in my muscle! 
Viren Aggarwal, Get a plaster on it. 


Does you want to hear a jokes? 
Varun Singh, That was funny enough. 


I am going to auction my home dough. 
Shivansh Kishorepuria, bags!!! 
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Members of the Board diligently at work inside the Publications’ Room. 
Be it day or night, these ave the people who made this possible. 
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We hope you enjoyed reading this as much as we did making it. See you 


next week! 
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